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Candid Reader, 


72 25 T is not with (ſo vain) an Ima- 
gination of recommending the 
following Productions, that: J 
am troubling the Publick with 
this prefatory Addreſs. That 
well-known Name in the Title 
Page, is ſufficient, of it ſelf, to invite us to the 
veral Entertainments in this valuable.Col- 
ection. The Author communicates a Luſtre 
Ind Reputation to his own Compoſitions, 
Ind his Writings; like the ſeveral Planets in 


our 


To the READER. 


our Solar Syſtem, unite in reflecting back to 
the Original, the Rays they have receiv'd 
from his genial Light and Influence, 


Nor wou'd I be look'd upon as attempting 
the Author's Character, which is fix'd on a 
ſurer Baſis, and ſhines in more laſting Colours 
than the Publiſher cou'd poſſibly produce, 
with the utmoſt Stretch of Thought, and 
Force of Language. His own Works are 
the beſt Encomium that can be given him, 
and as long as Learning and Politeneſs ſhall 

revail, his Ser mens will be his Monument, 


and his Poetry his Epitaph. 


But, according to what I at firſt intended, 
it ſeems but requiſite to obſerve ; that moſt 
of the enſuing Pieces were compos'd as a Sort 
of pleaſing Relaxation from ſeverer Studies, 
and more abſtracted Speculation. As ſuch, 
they are now given to the Publick from his 
own Original Draughts ; without the additi- 
onalBeauties andPoliſhings they would doubt- 
leſs have received, if Heaven had continued 
him. But tho' they are here preſented in 
their own native Dreſs and Furniture, the 
Reader will diſcover, at the firſt View, ſuch 


To the READER. 


| a Richneſs and Grandeur, ſuch a divine Ar- 


dour and facred Vehemence, as are the 
nuine Fruit and Aſpirations, of a noble and 


| devout Mind. 


| 
As the Volume conſiſts, moſtly, of divine 
Subjects, it will doubtleſs be grateful to the 
Vertuous, and as it is interſ{pers'd with a vaſt 
Variety of Beauties, it cannot but be pleaſing 
to the Ingenious. Here, will be a ſufficient 
Play for the moſt extenſive Genius, and here 
we ſhall find an Improvement for the bright- 
, {eſt Imagination. While Fancy is mounted, 
and upon the Wing in her gayeſt Attire, the 
Judgment ſits with the Reins, directing in a 
calm and compos'd Gravity, whilſt a glow- 
| ing Piety is urging her rapid and aſpiring 
| even to the very Heavens. Nature 
and Art ſeem to go Hand in Hand, and 
both are ſubſervient toVertue thro' the Whole 
of his Compoſures. Here is Muſick for the 
Far, Landikip tor the Eye, and a rich Repaſt 
for the higheſt Underitanding. Devotion it 
ſelf, might improve by the Fervours of his 
Piet, and even Angels (I had almoſt ſaid) 
might admire at his Sublimity. But I muſt 
Sorbear, tho' with Reluctance; and; accord- 


ing 
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ing to the earneſt Sollicitations of ſome of his 
ſurviving Friends, ſhall conclude with an 
Extract from the Boſton Weekly News-Letter, 
printed the "Thurſday after his Interrment, 
VIZ, 


Cambridge, Jan. 25. 1740. 


Laſt Wedneſday Morning expir'd in this 
Place, in the 36th Year of his Age, and this 
Day was interr'd with a juſt Solemnity and 
Reſpect, the Reverend and Learned John 


Adams, M. A. and only Son of the Hon. 


Fohn Adams, Eſq; 


The Corps was carried and plac'd in the 
Centre of the College-Hall; from whence, 


after a Portion of HolyScripture, and aPrayer 


very ſuitable to the Occaſion, by the learned 
Heap of that Society, it was taken and de- 


poſited within Sight of the Place of his own * 


Education. The Pall was ſupported by the 
Fellows of the College, the Profeſſor of the 


Mathematicks, and another Maſter of Arts. 


And, next to a Number of forrowful Rela- 
tives, the Remains of this great Man were 
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followed by his Honour the Lieutenant Go- 


ver nor, 
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is dernor, with ſome of his Majeſty's Council, 
n and Juſtices; who, with the Reverend the 


"2 Preſident, the Profeſſor of Divinity, and ſe- 
t, veral Gentlemen of Diſtinction from this and 


- 


'the neighbouring Towns ; together with all 

the Members and Students of the College, 

compos'd the Train that attended in an or- 

derly Proceſſion, to the Place appointed for 
is his mournful Interment, 


d The Character of this excellent Perſon, is 
too great to be compriz'd within the Limits 
1. of a Paper of Intelligence. It deſetves to be 
engraven in Letters of Gold on a Monument 
of Marble, or rather to appear and ſhine forth 
© from the Works of ſome Genius, of an un- 
„ common Sublimity, and equal to his own. 
r But ſufficient to perpetuate his Memory to 
d the lateſt Poſterity, are the immortal Wri- 
- tings and Compoſures of this departed Gen- 
n tleman; who, for his Genius, his Learning, 
© and his Piety, ought to be enroll'd in the 
e higheſt Claſs, in the Catalogue of Fame. 
| 
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Advertiſement. 


Ready for the Preſs, and upon ſuitable En- 


couragement will be ſhortly publiſh'd, A 


Number of ſelect and excellent Sermons, 
on the following Subjects, vi. 


I. HE Unknown God. 
II. The Prince of Life exalted. 


III. The Chriſtian fighting for the Robes of 


Victory. | 

IV. Poverty of Spirit, the Way to aKingdom. 

V. The Bounds of chriſtian Prudence, ſtated 
and adjuſted. 

VI. The Natute Cauſes, and Effects of In- 
ſincerity. 

VII. The Condeſcention of God in accept- 
ing our Charities. 

VIII. How to make Friends of the Mam- 


mon of Unrighteouſneſs. 


IX. The Blind reſtor'd, and the Miſerable 


reliev'd. 


X. Preparation for Death, the beſt ng 
againſt the Suddenneſs of it. | 


By the late Rev. John Adams, M. A. 


| Subſcriptions are taken in by D. GooKkiN, 


ADDRESS 


TO THE 
Supreme BEING, 
[Fa his Afliſtance in myPoetical Compoſitions. 
| 5 0 Thee, Great GOD! 1 18 my 


humble Strains, 
My Verſe inſpire; let Judgment hold 
the Reins, 
And curb my Faney's fierce unruly Fire, 
Which elſe would, wild, to boundleſs 
, Flights aſpire. 
May I not write too lttle, or too much, 


But paint with Care, not w. a haſty Touch. 


May all my Thought” © aner juſt than high, 
And never let me rave when I ſhould fy, | 
B Bat 
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But yet ſecure me from the low Extreme, 

Of writing meaner than becomes my Theme, 
Thro' all my Works, let Order clearly ſhine, 
And let me know the Reaſon of each Line. 
Give me to trace out Nature in each "Thought, 
And let each Peice be to Perfection brought; 
A Subject for my Genius fit to chuſe, 

Not vainly light, nor yet prophanely looſe, 
But innocent, at leaſt, if not ſublime, 

And let my Numbers ſmoothly flow in Rhyme. 
May each Production, writ with Strength and Eaſe, 
The Ear, the Judgment, and the Fancy pleaſe. 
But if my Soul, by a ſuperiour Flame, 

Was never fir'd to merit laſting Fame, 
Awaken'd, let me ſee my fond Miſtake, 

And with juſt Anger from my Folly break. 
Nor let me in the Poet looſe the Prieſt, 

But know both what, and when to write is bcſt : 
From waſting, to redeem my vacant Hours, 
And to refine the Roughneſs of my Powers. 
The brighteſt Ancients let me read and know, 
And let their Spirit in my Numbers flow; 
And all the Moderns, who, by Thee inſpir'd, 
Will be, as long as Nature laſts, admir'd : 
By nobler Patterns ſo to form my Lays, 

As from the thinking Few to merit Praiſe. 


Bur moft, Dear God, aſſiſt my tow'ring Lyre, 


To ſound Thy Name upon its «rembling Wire; 
| | Be 


Hallelujah attempted. 


Be Thou the Subject of my lofty Verſe, 
And, thine unbounded Work, the Univerſe: 
The ſtreaming Purple, guſhing from his Heart, 
Which made the Saviour's ſuffering Soul depart. 
Doubly immortal, then, ſhall be my Fame, 
Heav*n ſhall contain my Soul, and Earth my Name, 


SE PSENP: PRIENVERNY 


II. HaALLELvJan attempted, 
In Imitation of the 148th PsaLm. 
PET all the Works of Heav'n's Eternal Xing 


20 * 
2 0 > Conſpire his Praiſes in their Spheres to fing : 
E d CN | * Ye Heav'ns, his Praiſes thro your Realms 


| reſound ; 
| | And let all Nature catch the circling Sound, 


The Moon, who marks in Heav'n her filver Way; 
And Stars, whoſe ſteady Beams the Shades difplay ; 
With Planets, winding in eliptick Spheres, 
And erring Comets, red with ſweeping Hairs ; 
With glowing Meteors glittering thro' the Skies, 
In one united Voice and Chorus riſe. 
Luoour living Lamps with endleſs Oil he feeds, 
Points all your Flames, and Revolutions leads; 
| Pie guilds the ſhort-liv'd Gellies which aſcend ; 


As Rockets in the Air their ſudden Glories ſpend. 
: B 2 PRAISE 


Thou, flaming Inlet of Eternal Day, 


— — ——— — ome 


- — — —— — 
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| 


4 


Hallelujah attempted. 


PRAISE GoD, you ſmooth Serene, and every Cloud 


Which does the vivid Face of Phabus ſhrowd ; 


He ſtreaks the Light upon your fleccy Folds, 
Or, black with Storms, in airy Chambers holds : 
Gives down the finer Drops of ſifted Dews, 
Whoſe varied Honours ev*ry Morn renews ; 


Drank by the op'ning Mouths of ſpreading Flow'rs, 


And fair Aurira paints the pcarly Show'rs. 

He pours the Sluices of ſuſpended Rain, 

And drives the rapid Torrents on the Plain; 

Or ſwells th* Aerial Vapours with a Storm, 

Which ſhade theScene of Heav'n, and all theSky deform: 

The ſweeping Winds, drive furious o'er the Seas, 

Or ſport with ſcatt'ring Boughs, or ſnap the bending 
Trees : | 

The Foreſt roars, and bows before the Sound, 

And the high-daſhing Waves to Heav'n reſound. 


YE winding Rills, in Chriſtal Mirrors rove, 
Murmur his Praiſes, and reflect each Grove: 
And you, the artleſs Chorus of the Sky, 

On painted Wings, on Wings of Muſick fiy: 
He form'd the Nightingale*s melodious Throat, 
That on the vocal Foreſt pours cach Note. 


And every Green which trembles to the Wind, 
Be dect with Leaves, with ripen'd Treaſures bend; 
Let every Branch its verdant Honours bow 


Jo him, who ſtain'd your Leaves, and made your Fruit- 
age 2 OW. FLOURISH 7 


Ye ſtately Groves, whoſe tow'ring Shades aſcend, ! 


Hallelujah attempted. 5 


FLovuR15H ye Flow'rs, your painted Streaks unfold, 
Ye Daffadilt, which drink the Noon day Gold, 
Or /olets ting'd with a Celeſtial Blue, 
Or gaudy Tulips varied to the View; 


Le Lille, fairer than the Flakes of Snow, 
And Roſes bluſhing with Aurora's Glow; 


Let every Honour of the Garden own, 


Who ſunk their Dies, from whom their Beauties come» 


LE ev'ry Fiſh which in the Ocean ſwims, 


Or gliding ſparkles thro? the limpid Streams, 
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From That, whoſe Shell contains the vivid Pearls, 
To vaſt Leviathan, who ponderous whirls 

The daſhing Waves, and ſprinkles all the Skies 

With the huge Streams that from his Noftrils rife ; 
Conſeſs who guides their Wandrings thro? the Flood; 
Who hung their Fins, and who appvints their Food. 


Ler Lions praiſe him, who thro* Foreſts rove, - 
And all the Savage Horrors of the Grove; 
Or tamer Troops, who epen ts the Suu, 
* Feed o'cr the Fields, and ſmooth the ſpringing wm Z 
Wich ev*ry creeping, Thing; and Inſects too, 


| Whom Glaſles only light up to the, View. 


Bur moſt, let Man, erect, and form" d to ſpy © 


5 * The pendent Scenes, and Blaze of all the Sky ; 


5 Let him, for he has Skill to trace the Ways 


1 Of Nature, and unwind the lengthy Maee ; 


83 


6 The Perfeftion of Beauty. 


Let him to Nature's Conſort tune his Lyre, 


And rank each Being in his proper Quire ; 


Then bear from World to World the winding Strains ; 


Strains, warbling to the Choir of Zion's Plains. 


PFF 


III. The Perfection of Beauty. 


From Cant. 5. 9,-—ult. 
I, 


A OT Mortals can my Paſſion move, 
N > JEsUs, the Gop, is him I love. 


In vain the dull Inconſcious ſa 
| F956 G Yo 
1 Why waſtes your Flame on him away! ? 


But when I draw the lovely Fair, 
See how your Words will then appear. 


| "I 


| 


| © Tat Spring of my ſublime Delight 
| Loaks ſpotleſs with a ſnowy White; 
An Emblem of his fairer Mind, 
in which no Stain a Room can find. 


III. 


| 

[ 5 | 
| A comely Red adorns his Face, 

k More beauteous than the Morning Rays ; 

| 

| 


— 3 N 1 14 


$4 


>, 2vy 6.2 


iy wa 


L The Perfection of Beauty. 


The Blood which bluſh'd upon his Cheeks, 
> Wept for our Crimes in crimſon Streaks : 
7 So fair a Countenance excells 

* Whate'er below the Sun reveals. 


: IV. 
H1s Hairs, which like a Raven blaeky 
Fall eaſy flowing on his Back, 
© Diffuſe a Veil upon that Head 
' Whoſe Thoughts the fineſt Gold exceed. 


| calf 


THe rolling Circles of his Eyes 
Like Stars appear within the Skies; 
No Milk ſo fair a White can ſhow, 
No Torrent can ſo Chriſtal flow: 


ME. 3 


1 Thoſe Eyes, which light the Sphere of Day, 


1 And ſtrike on ev'ry Saint a Ray. 
5 VI. 


So M pleaſe themſelves with Clouds of Spice, 


Which from their fragrant Beds ariſe; 
Others delight in Garden Flow'rs, 

All fprinkled round with pearly Show's ; 
Ihe Flowers before his Aſpect fade, 
The Spices bluſh upon their Bed: 

So much exceeded by his Breath, 
At once they wither 15 Death. 
1 4 
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T he Perfection of Beauty. 
VII. 


SUCH Streams his graceful Lips diſpenſe 
Of ſoft and moving Eloquence, 
That every Ear 's in Silence hung, 
Even Angels dwell upon his Tongue, 


VIII. 


His Hands and tapering Fingers ſhow 
More pay than Rings, where Jewels glow ; 
Thoſe Hands, which Nature's Sceptre weild, 
By which the hanging World's upheld. 


IX. 


His Legs, like Marble Pillars, meet 
The fteady Sockets of his Feet ; 
Thoſe Pillars, which the Temple hold, 
Inlaid with Glory's richeft Gold, 


X. 


His Body, wrapt in Robes of Light, 
Beats fiercely glorious on the Sight; 
While, riſing like a Cedar high, 

His Head o'erlooks the boundleſs Sky. 


XI. 1 


JupGE then, if what you ſaid was true, 
And place my Saviour to your View ; 


The King of Zion. 9 


ge him with all Perfections crown'd, 
And deck'd with dazling Greces round ; 


Then, ſure with me you'l fondly join, 
And wiſh this Heav'n of Charms were thine. 


e eee PEER 
1 IV. Tux KING or Zion. 
Compoſed under Temptation. 


£528 ESUS, my Gop, exalt my drooping Powers, 
e And ſhed upon my Soul thy gracious Showers; 
£228 Dart down the heavenly Beamings of thy 
Light, 

nd chaſe away the Miſts of hovering Night: 

Which elſe will wrap in an eternal Shade 

The glorious Luſtre of thy dazzling Head. 

©, Glorious DIT Y!! Let Satan fly 

The awful Glance of thine Omniſcient Eye; 

Break all his Schemes, daſh all his mad Defigns, 

And with perpetual Terror ſhake his Loins : 
Let thine Eternal Juſtice flaſh it's Ire 

Upon his blazing Soul, the Seat of Fire. 


Nazar God, my Saviour, thy reſiſtleſs Might 
| Can urge theſe Rebells to a trembling Flight ; 
Gan pour vindictive Fury on their Rear, 

Abd make them feel the Vengeance which they fear. 
dee 1 5 Scatter, 


j 


And from my miſty Eye- balls wipe the Tears: 


10 T he King of Zion. 


Scatter, ye Devils, at his awful Nod, 'T 
Revere the pow'rful Juſtice of your Gop. 1 5 
In vain, with helliſh Rage, you madly ftrive 
My Soul from it's Eternal Baſe to heave ; 

The King of Zion lends his glorious Shield, 

By which your blunted Arrows are repell'd. 

Upon the Circle of the bending Skies 

He, fitting, all his furious Foes eſpies; 

Thence, wing'd with flaming Fire, his Darts will thro 
Which in your conſcious Hearts will ever glow. 

He, at whoſe Word, from Nothing, leap'd the Worte 
And to Confuſion jarring Globes are hurl'd, 
Can ſpeak Deſtruction to the ſhudd' ring Fiends, Th 
Who dare attempt the Ruin of his Friends, of 


Come JEsus, quickly, downward bow the Heaye! A 
And, rapid, Jet thy Chariot Wheels be driven : 
Gr to my Aid, my tempted Soul relieve, | 
And from devouring Snares thy Servant fave ; 
Leſt, captive led, I wander from thy Love, 
And in a Miſt of mazy Windings rove. 

Exalt my Faith, let humble Reaſon bow, 
And in a melted Stream let Paſſion flow : 

On thine Eternal Godhead fix my Eyes, 

And awe my Soul with heavenly Miſteries, 
Spread o'er the Shade of thy defending Wings, + 
While in the Vale of Grief my Spirit ſings. =. 
Oh! lead me where my Soul ſhall looſe it's Fears, For 


* 
* 
ah 

* 
. 
- 

: 
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To the Honour of CuRIST. 11 


Tin then I wait; uneaſy till theſe Chains 
[ king looſe, and give my Love it's Reins. 


wg 
> 
1 


e eee 
V. Dedicated to the Honour of CHRIST. 


e OT human Things can bound my Lays, - 
Wing'd with the great JEHovan's Praile ; 
Jesvs the Gop, inſpires my Song, 

To Jxsus all my Strains belong. 

I an Angel's ſounding Lyre, 

could I feel a Seraph's Fire, 

her, bleſt Redeemer, I would ſing, 

every Charm the boundleſs Spring. 


are Funes from te eternal Hills _— 

The ſhading Fleſh-the Go p conceal'd, 
1 Life did ev'ry Vertue crown, 

with a circling Splendor ſhone : 

oſe Rays, from blinded Pride retir'd, 
ere by the ſimple Few admir'd. 
| outward Pomp Thou did'ſt reſtrain, _ - 
Me from behind Thee ſwept a Train 
A ſinleſs Miſery and Pain ; | 

Il, ſweltring on the hard'ned Ground, 
Fleſh confeſsd the Blood around; 
hich, ſtraining out from every Pore, 


l the ſad, the ee ee ging Sli 
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12 To the Honour of CuRIsT. 
Bur Oh! what high and boundleſs Love 


Upon the Croſs with Torment Strove, 
When from Thy wounded Hands and Side 
Guſh'd ſwiftly out the purple Tide; 
Which downward. low'd upon Thy Limbs 
In vital, and in ſaving Streams 


Wuo can reſtrain his tender Grief, 
And ſee the Saviaur yield his Life, 
Red with the Crimſon, and the Wrath 
Of Heav'n, conſpiring to his Death,? 
Forſaken by his trembling Friends, 
Beſieg'd by Hoſts of helliſh Fiends ; 


CEE = 5 2 wa 
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By one Diſciple's Malice led 5 om 
ll Too thoſe for whom he quickly bled : a 
| And by another's Fears forſook, | | * 
| Who melted at his Maſter's Look. A 
þ To ſee the ſweltring Saviour die Son 
| | For thoſe who would that Love deny; AR 
; Whoſe rude Aſſaults and Shouts proclaim 1 
I At once his Torments and their Shame. 4 
ö Ser, Thorns too rudely tear that Head Res 
| On which the Sins of Men were laid ; Anc 
The Nails which Join'd his Feet and Hands : Hil 
Faſt to the Croſe, with Iron n Bu 
The Spear which puſh” d into his Side, 
ö Open'd a ſudden Chriſtal Tide * 
1 While mingling Purple did diſtain 
| Thoſe Limbs too dead to ſuffer Pain; 


To the Honour of CHRIST, 


on the trembling Ground did ſhed, 
arink the ſanguine Tears afraid. 

ho can bchold the Mob unite, 

Show their Rage, and gnaſh their Spight, 
W wag their Heads in fierce Diſdain, 
Wen Pity ſhould have wept his Pain? 
* lovely Jesus, did thy Fate 


ne the Smiles it did create? 


Tur thirſty Saviour aſks the Flood, 


Wt, all in Vinegar imbu'd, 
* punge is to his Lips apply'd ; 


Zut he the acid Draught deny'd. 

he ſpit upon his beauteous Face, 

dome bow the Knce, and aſk his Grace; 
ſhivering Reed is on him broke, 

4 cruel but forgiven Stroke.) 

Some with the L0H Robe adorn, 
AR-2al Type, but now their Scorn. 

„will he bear their bold Demands ? 
Why fleep the Thunders in his Hands * 

: Nor wing'd with vengeful Fury fly, 

. RW wich the Wrath of all the Sky, 

An lighting on this impious Brood 

HG out their Flames within their Blood? 
But ah] thoſe Arms which Nails oppreſs, 
pſe Men, which urg'd the Nails, careis ; 


Father 


14 . To the Honour of ChRIS r. 


Father forgive, the Saviour cries ; 
Then with a Voice his Spirit flies, 
And next to Gop, aſlerts the Skies. 


An, he is dead! See Mourners round 
With wringing Hands, bedew the Ground. 
The briny Torrents break their Bounds, 
And mingle with his recent Wounds, 
All Heav'n a fable Covering wears, 

The Eye of Heav'n is hid in Tears; 
The Mountains from their Summits nod, 
And trembling Hills confeſs the Gop. 
Even Earth now to her Centre ſhakes, 
And all the tow'ring Temple quakes ; 
Its broken Veil, in Pieces rent, 

And rending Rocks their Lord lament, 
And why can harder Jews forbear 

To join their Dread to Nature's Fear ? 
See, riſing from their Graves, the Dead 
Among the Living ſcatter Dread, 
Wound in the Livery of Death, 

The long-forgotten Spectres breathe ! 
Why do the paly Dead appear ? 

Or are the Living dead with Fear ? 

Or does the Form of Nature, fled, 
Diſſolve before its Maker dead? 

»Tis well the dreadful Shades conceal 


Thoſe Horrors Light would elſe reveal. 


To the Honour of CHRIST. 15 


e all theſe ſympathetic Groans 
pclaim th' expiring GoD attones, 


1s Limbs no longer peirc'd with Nails, 
The Robe of Death his Body veils ; 

d Spices ev'ry Pore perſume, 

| r par'd to fave him in the Tomb. 

e Mourners follow to his Grave, 

ad with their Tears his Boſom lave ; 

en from the cover'd Tomb retreat, 


Mere all their nouriſh'd Hopes in vain, 

: will the Saviour riſe again? 

. he will riſe ; hark, with a Groan 

The trembling Earth upheaves the Stone ; 

beg ſee,” the thick'ned Shades diſperſe, 

Anc all reviv'd the Univerſe. 

es | Soldiers ſpread upon the Ground, 

\ lighten'd Angels blaze around, 
ob'd of all his Grave-Attire, 

Ha Soul his radiant Frame inſpire, 

An, like the Morning Sun, diſplay, 

His Bluſhes o'er the Fields of Day. 


Nou let the Lamps of Heav'n refine, 
Mih clearer Beams of Glory ſhine ; 

Am not a Cloud obſtruct the Eye, 
deeper Sapphire tinge the Sky. 

S all ye Trees, and ſpread ye Flow'rs, 
TESpices breathe your od'rous Powers; 


2 


1&4 . To the Honour of CHRIS r. 


Father forgive, the Saviour cries ; 
Then with a Voice his Spirit flies, 
And next to Gop, aflerts the Skies. 


An, he is dead ! See Mourners round 


With wringing Hands, bedew the Ground, 


The briny Torrents break their Bounds, 
And mingle with his recent Wounds. 
All Heav'n a ſable Covering wears, 

The Eye of Heav'n is hid in Tears; 
The Mountains from their Summits nod, 
And trembling Hills confeſs the Gop. 
Even Earth now to her Centre ſhakes, 
And all the tow'ring Temple quakes ; 
Its broken Veil, in Pieces rent, 

And rending Rocks their Lord lament, 
And why can harder 7ews forbear 

To join their Dread to Nature's Fear ? 
See, riſing from their Graves, the Dead 
Among the Living ſcatter Dread, 
Wound in the Livery of Death, 

The long-forgotten Spectres breathe | 
Why do the paly Dead appear ? 

Or are the Living dead with Fear ? 

Or does the Form of Nature, fled, 
Diſſolve before its Maker dead? 

*Tis well the dreadful Shades conceal 


Thoſe Horrors Light would elſe reveal. 


An 
JU 
Sure ZlQ 
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zure all theſe ſympathetic Groans 
Proclaim th' expiring God attones. 


His Limbs no longer peirc'd with Nails, 
Erne Robe of Death his Body veils ; 
and Spices ev'ry Pore perſume, 
Prepar'd to ſave him in the Tomb. 
The Mourners follow to his Grave, 
And with their Tears his Boſom lave; 
hen from the cover'd Lomb retreat, 
8! heir Hearts all ſunk beneath the Weight, 
Vere all their nouriſh'd Hopes in vain, 
Yr will the Saviour riſe again? 
es, he will riſe ; hark, with a Groan 
he trembling Earth upheaves the Stone ; 
For lee, the thick'ned Shades diſperſe, 
\nd all reviv'd the Univerſe. 
ee Soldiers ſpread upon the Ground, 
nd lighten'd Angels blaze around, 
Yfrob'd of all his Grave-Attire, 
His Soul his radiant Frame inſpire, 
nd, like the Morning Sun, diſplay, 
lis Bluſhes o'er the Fields of Day. 


Now let the Lamps of Heav'n refine, 
Vith clearer Beams of Glory ſhine ; 
\nd not a Cloud obſtruct the Eye, 
zut deeper Sapphire tinge the Sky. 
ureſBlow all ye Trees, and ſpread ye Flow'rs, 
le Spices breathe your od'rous Powers; Ye 
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Ye verdant Lawns, bedeckt appear, 

And let new Graces dreſs the Year, 
Let all the Life of Nature join, 

And all the Pow'rs above combine, 

In all their different Charms to ſhine; 

For JIESus, in a fairer Light, 


Has all triumphant ſtruck the Sight: F 
Confeſs'd or to the Hand or Eye, ; 
And ſhews the Wounds that made him die, 
LtT Heav'n deſcend in breathing Quires, 
And all the Skies confeſs their Fires: 5 
| See | where the winged Angels bear _ 
{ Thro' leſs'ning Worlds his fiery Carr; - 
Ting'd with the varied Dies of Light, 8 
{ A blazing Meteor to the Sight) 2 
Eager, their mounting Lord to bear 7 
Thro' all the widening Tracts of Air. / 
They come; the Gop the Chariot fille, 1 

To gain the Height of Zion's Hils; 
Th' obedient Clouds a Covering riſe, -K 


And ſnatch him from their failing Eyes. 


1 HicH, now upon his orient Throne 

| The Sov*'reign of the Church is known; 5 
And now his Wounds ſucceſsful plead 8 

| Th' attoning Tears they once have ſhed, 2 

| Tho? circled with the ſacred Quires, 


* 
Our humble Crigs can bend his Ears; * 
Ani 


And 
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And thouſands, by his Blood made clean, 
Shall in the Skics forget to ſin. 


Ox ck more, dear IEsus, thou ſhalt cleave 
The parting Skies; the Summons give; 
The bowing Hills ſhall own thy Power, 
And melting Rocks, unmov'd before; 
The frighted Valleys float in Fire, 
And Seas all into Smoak expire; 
The ancient Mountains be unloos'd, 
And all the Sky with Flames diffus'd. 
The Dead ſhall leave th* uncertain Ground, 
And leap to Life before the Sound : 
Thy Glories, now confeſt to Light, 
Shall either charm, or kill the Sight. 
Then, Oh my jesvs, let me find 
Thy Wounds my Rock, thy Sentence kind; 
And, bleſt with Thee, forever praiſe 
The deareſt Subject of theſe Lays. 


EE ROE OE ROE CE e OE OM ORD 


VI. Melancbolly diſcrib'd and diſpell'd. 


> USE, ſing theMan,whoſe overclouded Head, 
bh Ms 22 Is with a Miſt of ring Shades o'er-ſpread; 


ok 3» Whoſe Fancy, wild, a thouſand Evils forms, 
And ſhakes and ſhudders at imagin'd Storms: 


Whoſe Mind in endleſs Whirls is tofs'd around, 


Whoſe quivering Feet ſcarce touch the ſolid Grand, 
C Look 
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Look deep into the Caverns of his Mind, 
And, there, ten thouſand monſtrous Shapes you'l find 5 
Gloomy as Night, and airy as the Wind. 

Deep drench'd in Melancholly's baleful Streams, 

Quick up his Brain aſcend eternal Steams; 5 
And his dull Life flows heavily in Dreams. 


Give me the Man, whoſe eaſy cheerful Soul 
Can ſtand ſecure when heaving Billows roll; 
Whoſe Houſe, forever built upon a Rock, 

Can bear the furious Wind's tremendous Shock : 
Whoſe Faith, in Jesus” Sacrifice immur'd, 
Stands firm and everlaſtingly ſecur'd. 

While up to Heav'n he lifts his longing Eyes, 
He views fair Streaks of Glory paint the Skies; 
He ſees the Bluſh of everlaſting Day 

Bear on his Soul, in Scenes forever gay: 

The warbling Seraphs, with their tuneful Strains 
Of heavenly Muſick, charm away his Pains ; 
Nought fears he from the grizly Face of Death, 
Divinely pleas'd, he ebbs away his Breath. 
When all the Scenes of Life flow ſwift away, 
And his frail Body haſtens to decay, 

Swift up the Skies his Wings the Saint convey. 


Burr there, oh there] what ſacred Proſpects riſe, 
And ſpread a Heav'n of Glories o'er his Eyes! 
There JEsvus, thou th' incarnate Gop doſt ſit, 
Confeſs'd in all thy God-like Robes of State; 
High 
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High o'er thy blazing Throne, thy beamy Light 
| Flaſhes with quick Sucteſſion on his Sight. 
Thy Wounds no more in ſanguine Riv'lets flow, 
Thy Purple Stains ſhine whiter than the Snow ; ( 
And from their Sources Beams of Glory grow. 
Thy Eyes, which burn like Lamps of pureſt Fire, 
Thy Eyes, which mildly ſhine with kind Deſire, 
With everlaſting Smiles of Grace are fill'd; 
Grace, which the raging Pow'r of Satan quell'd ; 
Which broke my Soul from all its ſervile Chains, 
And fix'd my Feet on Zion's wid'ning Plains. 
But, oh ! what big, what high tranſporting Joys, 
Feels the bleſt Man amidſt the vaſt Applauſe, 
Of Angels ſhouting in a general Song ; 
While mingling Muſick breathes its Way along ? 


RovuzE up, my Soul, let Heav'n thy Vigour raiſe, 
Vhere Jes us Flames with everlaſting Rays. 
:5Us can all thy daring Foes repel, 

And ſpeak Confuſion to the Pow'rs of Hell. 
Ty feeble Loins with Strength renew'd can bind, 
\nd make thy trembling Feet outſtrip the Wind ; 
ike the rent Cloud, can ſcatter wide thy Fears, 
nd bear away th' o'er-prefſing Load of Cares: 
an lift a gracious Glance thro' Horrors Gloom, 
nd lighten Heaven into thy darkned Room, 
ome JESUS, quickly come with ſmoaking Wheels, 
\nd drag the conquer'd Devils at thy Heels ; 


C 2 More 


gh 
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More rapid than the driving Blaſts of Wind, 

Or, when inſpir'd with Terror, ſprings the Hind, 
Ye louring Clouds, when will ye break away, 
And, on my darken'd Mind, let in the welcome Day? 
He comes, He comes; I ſee, I feel the Gon, 

See!] where his fiery Courſers ſcour the Road: 

Nor now I'll fear, tho* armed Hoſts unite, 

And raging Devils puſh their eager Spight; 

The Breath of CHRIS their harmleſs Fury blows, 

As Whirlwinds ſport away the new-fall'n Snows. 


TTC 


VII. On CoNTENTMENT. 


„ . 3 pd 


GW APPY the Man, who, in a Calm of Soul, 

20 H Can all his warring Paſſions Waves N f 

109287155 Who ſtands unmov'd, and hears the ruſtling 
Wind 

Of Malice ſtrive to ſhake his ſtedfaſt Mind; 

From whoſe clear Breaſt full Satisfaction boils : 

While in his Cheeks rejoice the cheerful Smiles, 

In vain would Envy with her harpy Claws 

His Peace deſtroy, or prey upon his Joys. 

He feels, he feels perpetual Riy'lets run, 

Of Joys immortal, in his Breait begun : 

Looking to future Bliſs, his raviſh'd Eyes 

Behold the bluſhing Dawn of Glories riſe. 


H 
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He ſees the Manſions ever clear and bright, 
The Fields all purpl'd with diſtinguiſh*d Light; 
For theſe his panting Breaſt with Ardour heaves, 
For theſe the World in his Deſires he leaves: 
Che glittering Tinſel of its gaudy Shows, 
and Wealth which in a golden Current flows. 
he loity Seats to which the Great aſpire, 
nd Pleaſurcs which the madding Youth admire 3 
All wear no Charms in his diſcerning Eyes, 
Vhoſe high Affection dwells above the Skies. 
n Scythian Realms, where hcary Winter reigns, 
nd binds the running Streams with Icy Chains, 
\ heavenly Fervour ever burns within, 
Varms his cool Thoughts, and gives him Peace unſeen. 
t under Phabus piercing Beams he dwells, 
cooling Spring of inward Eaſe he feels: 
lo Richcs ſwell to Vanity his Soul, 
Vho knows the Fount from whence thoſe Riches roll. 
o Want contracts the Largeneſs of his Thoughts, 
Ard nothing grieves him but his conſcious Faults : 
le makes his Gop his everlaſting Tow'r, 
ind in his firm Munition ſtands ſecure, 
Wich Joy he views his teeming Proſpects croſt, 
Vhile in his Sov'reign's Will his own is loſt, 
e fees the Monſter Death without Affright, 
is ſhady Scenes embroider'd o'er with Light. 
nd when the final Trump ſhall wake the World, 
nd every Limb is to its Body hurl'd ; 


C 3 When 
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When down the bending Arches of the Skies 
Th! Almighty Judge ſhall ſtrike the dazled Eyes, 
His holy Soul ſhall, high-aſcending, ſpring, 

To grace the Throne of his illuſtrious King: 
Then with him reach the radiant Courts above, 
The peaceful Region$\of eternal Love; 

Where their great Monarch, all the ſacred Quire- 
Shall join to praiſe, with ever-ſounding Lyres. 


VIII. On Jov. 


NDS OY is a vigorous Fluſh of high Delight, 
A cancing Meteor in our glooming Night ; 
= That guilds our Griefs, and makes our Lit 
— go down, 

And, like aBloſſom, freſh when newly blown: 
But ſoon its blooming Colours fade away; 

Nor rip'ning Fruit will follow their Decay. 

I mean the Pleaſures which the Senſes pleaſe, 
Which give a Length of Pain for Flaſh of Eaſc ; 
To theſe the never-dying Worm ſucceeds, 
Which in the Filth of their Corruption breads : 


For Men are eager to enjoy too much, 
And graſp the Satisfactions they ſhould touch. 
They drink the luſcious Honey down in Haſte, 


And with exceflive Sweetneſs cloy the Tafle, 
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But then the ſecret Gall of Sin, conceal'd, 
Bitters the Tongue, and is in Death reveal'd. 
But Joys, which from an endleſs Fountain flow, 
Are only laſting, for they're only true: 

A conſcious Innocence that gives a Right 

And Diſpoſition to the World of Light. 

A Soul that's ſprinkled with the ſacred Blood 
That flow'd from Jeſus in a purple Flood; 
Whoſe pious Tears guſh out in willing Streams, 
And then are dry'd by Mercy's warming Beams ; 
That Soul, with Joy's Redundance overflows ; 
A Joy, which is fincere, and ever grows. 

It ſces its GC d, and, with a Flood of Light 
O'er-power'd, bewails the Weakneſs of its Sight; 
His vaſt Eternity ſurrounds the Mind 

With an unfathom'd Ocean, unconfin'd. 

His Holineſs, with its refining Rays, 

Purges the Thoughts, and lights a ſacred Blaze 
Juſtice and Truth, its endleſs Right ſecure 

Unto the heauteous Realms which e'er endure. 
And, rais'd with Hopes of Heav'n's eternal Love, 
Not all the Frowns of Fortune can him move; 


Nor Death its ſelf with all his Darts affright, 
Who views the grinning Monſter with Delight. 


Bear me, my God, to Innocence” high Tow'r, 
And free me from Defilement's guilty Pow*'r ; | 
Secur'd by thy Protection then I'll ſing, 


While Nature lafts, and Death ſhall Silence bring: 
8 2 Gas | Then 
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Then, mounting to thy high Eternal Seat, 
My circling Joys ſhall Muſick ſtill create. 


4 


IX. On SocitrTty. 


CANTo 1, 


22s ALL ! ſocial Pleaſure, thou ſupreme Delight! 


Z 


lle be brighteſt Gem that guilds our Sorrows | 
ods Night; 
Which guides us thro* the World's perplexing Maze, 


And diſſipates our Troubles with its Rays. 
What Joys from thy refreſhing Light deſcend, 
And ſtreak with Glory all the dark*ned Mind? 


Depriv'd of Thee, dull ſlide the heavy Hours, 


And gath'ring Ruſt deforms th' inactive Pow'rs. 


Tre faireſt Pattern of Society 
Shines endleſs in the One myſterious TREE; 
Who with ineffable Delight receive 
The boundleſs Pleaſures which their Glories give. 
But oh ! too lofty is the dazling Theme, 
Not mortal Words can paint their ſacred Flame ; 
Which hid in its Infinity of Light 
Eludes the higheſt Reach of human Sight. 
The Angels rev'rently this Love admire, 
And with its Glory catch themſelves on fire. 
This, like the Sun, darts down perpetual Rays, 


Whence lower Spirits draw their common Blaze, 
„Tis 
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[lis God, unſeen, the Frame of Nature ties, 
And rolls the whirling Planets thro* the Skies; 
By him the Parts of all the Glohe unite, 

= and Elcments lay down their mutual Spite. 


THE tall and amorous Trees, with folded Boughs, 
Reccive the Tempeſt, when its Fury blows ; 
And when the Winds their founding Terrors ceaſe, 
| The Zephyrs atk their Pardon with a Kiis. 


's Tar Ocean, daſhing with a thundring Roar, 
Loudly proclaims its Fondneſs for the Shore 
While Torrents, borne with an impetuous Sway, 
Jo neighbouring Rivers roll their winding Way; 
And with their filver Arms the Land embrace, 
Which, pleas'd, with ſmiling Flowers, adorns its Face; 
In ruſh the Rivers with reſiſtleſs Force, 

And pay their willing Tribute to the Source; 
Elate with Joy, the Waves are {wif:ly hurl'd, 
To pour a general Deluge on the World ; 
4% graſp the Circle of the rolling Globe, 

g 4nd veil its Honours with a liquid Robe: 
Ine Billows with tumultuous Pleaſure dance, 
And to the Muſick of the Winds advance: 

But Heav'n has fixt an everlaſting Bound, 
To ſtop their ſwelling o'er the ſolid Ground. 


Nor wants the Element of Fire a Flame 
Ot Paſſion, to embrace all Nature's Frame: 
n thee, O Phebus ! Love eternal lives, 
Which with it's Heat the teaming Earth revives, 


Lie The 


26 On Society. 


The grateful Spheres, enlight'ned by the Stars, 
Around their Centres drive their humble Cars; 
And Suns, in Syſtems, bind the hanging Frames 
Of Worlds, which, Comets elſe, would tove in Flames. 


ALL riſing Bodies murmur with a Sound, 
But, wing'd with Love, fly rapid to the Ground. 
So from their Covert move the unwilling Steads, 
And champ their foamy Bits, and ſlowly tread, 
Which, home returning, mock the curbing Reins, 
And furious ſcour along the trembling Plains. 
Thus, like a vigorous Soul, Society 
Runs thro* the World, and makes its Parts agree, 


Bor next the Brutes, by Nature's Laws embu'd, 
Are by the pleaſing Power of Love ſubdu'd. 
See, how with bleating Sound, the woolly Breed, 
In Flocks, upon the ſpreading Paſtures feed : 
With gameſome Innocence, the tender Lambs 
Leap o'er the Lawns, inquiring for their Dams. 
Nor ravening Wolves their fellow Wolves devour, 
But mangled Sheep confeſs their Hunger's Power. 
The Lion, with a fierce and rending Sound, 
Roars with the Dart of Love which gives his Wound. 
The flying Fiſh, diſtin with ſpangled Scales, 
Avoid, in Shoals, the Fury of the I bales ; 
Or jointly to reſiſt; or overcome, 
Or ruſh into his op'ning Mouth, their Tomb ; 
The great, devouring : Others, love their Kind, 
Nor I halzs encounter ales, by Nature join'd, 
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Ine various Birds, with varied Feathers gay, 

In kindly Conſort cut their yielding Way; 
And when they preſs the Boughs with flutt'ring Wings, 
Their mingled Muſick round the Foreſt rings: 

Even Inſects join thro? leafy Realms to rove, 

Tao? ſmall their Size, not ſo their mighty Love. 


es, 


CANTO II. 


Z N D now, my Muſe, to human Race aſcc 
7 2 25 And in the Centre of all Being ſtand. 
ES The Angels view above, and Saints belo 
And ſee the 8 of Nature round thee flow. 
Mankind, alike (by Nature equal) tend 

In ſocial Laws, and ſocial Joys to blend; 

Or manly Friendſhip, or the ſofter Ties 

Of ſighing Lovers, or the Marriage Joys, 

With all the Bands of humane Life, derive 

From that Propenſion which our Paſſions give. 


By whom ſhall Hymen's Pleaſures be reveal'd? 
Not brutal (and perhaps by Brutes excell'd) 
But clear, unſtain'd with grofler Dregs of Luft, 
By Reaſon temper'd, and by Reaſon juſt : 
To have a faithful Boſom, where to pour 
Our ſoft Complaints, and eaſe the burſting Shower 3 
Or elſe our Joys imparting to increaſe, 
And to receive and give the circling Bliſs. 
Our different Sorrows in one Channel flow, 
And on one Stock our Satisſactions grow. 


The 


Thus, 
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Thus, in the blooming Pride of Paradiſe, 

Liv'd our firſt Sire, diſſolv'd in amorous Bliſs; 
Tho” perfect, when alone, unſatisfy'd 

He afk*d, and then enjoy 'd his beauteous Bride. 


On ! had their Souls unſpotted ſtill remain'd, 
Like a pure Stream, with riſing Ouze unſtain'd ; 
The poiſon'd Mixture ne'er to us had flow'd, 
But the clear Current Heay*n's fair Image ſhew'd. 
But now perpetual Jars, and endleſs Strife, 

Are oft the Dow'ry of a wedded Wife. 
Happy, when "Temper cool and Reaſon clear, 
When Paſſion fervent, and a Life ſincere, 
The Arts of living, and the pleaſing Art 
Conſpire to root our Love within the Heart. 


THE Parent, warm with Nature's tender Fire, 
Does in the Child his Second Self admire ; 
The fendling Mother views the ſpringing Charms 
Of the young Infant ſmiling in her Arms : 
And when imperfect Accents ſhew the Dawn 
Of riſing Reaſon, and the future Man; 
oweetly ihe hears what fondly ſhe returns, 
And by this Fuel her Aﬀection burns, 
But when ſucceeding Years have fixt his Growth, 
And Senſe and judgment crown the ripen'd Youth ; 
A focial Joy thence takes its happy Riſe, 
And Friendſhip adds its Force to Nature's Ties. 


NoR 


On Society. 29 


Nor ſhall the Love of Brethren be unſung, 
Who on the ſame ſupporting Boſom hung; 
Where freely innocent, nor gay with Guilt, 
Tacir Love is on a ſure Foundation built: 

Kind to aſhit, and faithful to reprove, 

| And clear to counſel, and unchang'd to love : 

In various Lands, unquench'd, their Ardour lives, 
And after Death their Memory furvivcs, 


| Bur now, the Muſe in ſofter Meaſures flows, 
And gayer Scenes and fairer Landſkips ſnews; 
The Reign of Fancy, when the ſliding Hours 
Are pait with lovely Nympth in woven Bowers; 
Where cooly Shades, and Lawns for ever green, 
And Streams, and warbling Birds adorn the Scene : 
Where Smiles, and Graces, and the wanton Train 
Of Cytherea, crown the flowery Plain. 

What can their Charms in equal Numbers tell ? 
The Glow of Roſes, and the Lilly pale; 

The waving Ringlets of their lowing Hair, 
Their ſnowy Boſom, and their killing Air; 

Their ſable Brows in beauteous Arches bent, 

The Darts which from their vivid Eyes are ſent, 
And fixing in our eaſy-wounded Hearts, 

Can never be remov'd by all our Arts ? 

"Lis then with Love, and Love alone poſſeſt, 
Reaſon has fled, and Paſſion claims our Breaſt. 
How many Evils then will Fancy form? 

A Frown will gather, and diſcharge a Storm : 
Her Smile more ſoft and cooling Breezes brings, 
ThenZephyrs fanning with their ſilken Wings. But 
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But tedious Abſence is the Lover's Night, 
And then what cruel Shades oppreſs his Sight? 
Lingring, the Momente tedious roll away, 
And Ages lengthen out the lonely Day. 

*Tis then our Fancy paints the Scenes of Love, 
And we in Fields of our Ideas rove : 

Ten thouſand Times our former Joys repeat, 
To make them laſting as they once were great. 
The ſhady Picture mocks our Hopes with Air, 
Nor fill them with the Subſtance of the Fair. 
So When Ixion Juno's Beauties fir'd, 

He madly to celeſtial Charms aſpir'd ; 

Nor firſt the Goddeſs his Deſires repell'd, 


But outward Smiles her inward Rage conceal'd : 
She ſeem'd to grant his Pray'r; a radiant Cloud 


The bright Divinity all yielding ſnew'd; 
Upon the Wings of Love, inſpir'd, he flew, 
And round the Phantom his Embraces threw ; 
In vain ; an empty Image mocks his Sight, 
And ſwims into the Shades of endleſs Night. 


Bur Love, where Madneſs Reaſon does ſubdue, 
Even Angels, were they here, might well purſue. 


Lovely the Sex, and moving are their Charms, 
But why ſhould Paſſion ſink us to their Arms ? 
Why ſhould the Female to a Goddeſs turn, 


And Flames of Love to Flames of Incenſe burn ? 


Either by Fancy fir'd, or fed by Lies, 
Be all Diſtraction, or all Artifice ? 
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True Love does Flattery as much diſdain 

As, of its own Perfections, to be vain. 

The Heart can fee] whate'er the Lips reveal, 
Nor Siren's Smiles the deſtin'd Death conceal. 
Love is a noble and a generous Fire, 

Eſteem and Vertue feed the juſt Deſire: 
Where Honour leads the Way it ever moves, 
And ne'er from Breaſt to Breaſt, inconſtant, roves, 
Harbour'd by one, and only harbour'd there, 
It likes, but ne'er can love another Fair. 

Fix'd upon one Supreme, and her alone, 

Our Heart is, of the Fair, the conftant Throne. 
Nor will her Abſence, or her cold Neglect 

At once, expell her from our juſt Reſpect : 
Inflam'd by Vertue, Love will not expire 
Unleſs Contempt or Hatred quench the Fire. 


CanTo III. 


22> ExT, Friendſhip ſhall the Muſe's Strains em- 

Nd ploy, 

829238 Whoſe Cauſe is manly, and correct whoſe 
Joy ; 

Which, like the T hracian Lyre, ſuſpends the Moans 

Of Grief, complaining in inceſſant Groans : 

Whoſe Charms the Rudeneſs of the Paſſions quell, 

As Orpheus ſilenc'd all the Fiends of Hell. 

Whether the Fair-ones are with Fair-ones join'd, 


Or manly Souls with manly Souls combin'd ; 
Here 
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Here Reaſon rules with indiſputed Sway, 
Ard makes the ſubject Appetites obey ; 

Its powerful Beams melt Softneſs all away: 
For Softneſs ſinks the Vigour of the Mind, 
As Edges looſe their Force the more refin'd. 


By Inclination, and by Judgment led, 


A conſtant Friend we chuſe, for Friendſhip made 


His Breaſt the faithful Cabinet to hold 

More precious Secrets, than are Gems or Gold. 
His Temper ſweetly ſuited to our own, 

Where Wit and Honeſty conſpire in one, 

And perfe& Breeding, like a beauteous Dreſs, 
Give all his Actions a peculiar Grace: 

Whoſe lofty Mind with high Productions Teams, 
And Fame immortal dazles with its Beams. 

Nor Avarice, nor odious Flattery 

Lodge in his Breaft, nor can aſcend fo high ; 

Or if they dare to tempt, he hurls them dow n, 
Like 7ove the Rebels, from his Reaſon's Throne. 
Nor is his Face in Anger's Scarlet dreſt, 

Nor black Revenge eats up his canker'd Breaſt. 
Nor Envy's Furies in his Boſom roll, 

To laſh with ſteely Whips, his hideous Soul : 
Nor ſour Contempt fits on his ſcornſul Brow, 
Nor looks on human Nature ſunk below; 


But heavenly Candour, like unſullied Day, 
Flames in his Thoughts, and drives the Clouds away. 


And all his Soul is peaceful, like the Deep, 
When all the warring Winds are huſh'd aſleep. 


Whose 
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Whoſe Learning's pure, without the baſe Alloy 
Of rough Ill- manners, or worſe Pedantry. 

Refn'd in Taſte, in Judgment cool and clear, 

To others gentle, to himſelf ſevere. 

zut moſt of all, whoſe ſmooth and heavenly Breaſt 
I; with a Calm of Conſcience ever bleſt: 

Whoſe peircing Eyes diſperſe the flying Gloom, 
Which hides the native Light of Things to come 3 
And can diſcloſe the dark myſterious Maze, 
Thro* which we wind, in airy Pleaſure's Chace. 
While after God his panting Boſom heaves, 

For whom the glittering Goods of Life he leaves. 
With this bleſt Man, how longs my Soul to dwell ? 
And all the nobler Flights of Friendſhip feel, 
Forcver chain'd to his enchanting Tengue, 

And with his charming Strains in Conſort ſtrung, 


Is ſome Retirement, ſpread with ſhaded Greens, 
Our Feet would wander thro? ſurrounding Scenes; 
Or fitting near the Murmur of the Rills, 


The Graſs our Bed, our Curtains echoing Hills; 


In mazy Thought and Contemplation join, 

Or ſpeak of human Things, or Themes divine : 
On Nature's Work by gentle Steps to riſe, 

And by this Ladder gain th* impending Skies 5 
Follow the Planets thro? their rolling Spheres, 
Shine with the Sun, or glow among the Stars : 
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From World to World, as Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r, 


( lirg? Nature's ample Garden take our Tour, 
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Oh, could I with a Seraph's Vigour move! 

Guided thro' Nature's trackleſs Paths to rove, 

I'd gaze, and afk the Laws of every Ball, 

Which rolls unſeen within this mighty All. 

Till, reaching to the Verge of Nature's Height 

In Gop wou'd looſe th' unwearied Length of Flight, 


NExT on the World we'd turn our anxious Tho'ts, 
Admire their Vertues, but deteſt their Faults : 
And ſee Mankind in mazy Errors run, 
In ſearch of glaring Lights which ſoon are done, 
Not guided by the World's eternal Sun ; 
But juſt like Comets, wand”ring from their Spheres, 
Which ſcatter from their Globes contagious Fires, 
And ſweep the frighted Skies with flaming Hairs: 
So theſe, not in the Orb of Virtue move, 
But thro' the Wilds of Vice eccentrick rove ; 
"Till, bearing near the glowing Wrath of Heaven, 
They burn, by Storms of Guilt eternal driven. 
Wond'ring, we'd lift to Heaven our pious Prayers, 
While from our Eye-balls burſt the humble Tears, 
That we, by his Omnipotence preſerv'd, 
Have not to dire Deſtruction erring ſwerv'd. 


Then, deeply mov'd, we'd view, with ſtreaming Eyes, if 


The Stain of Sin which all the Species dies ; 

The horrid Vault which flames with Seas of Fire, 
And fiercely boils with Heav*n's eternal Ire; 
Where pale Deſpair it's ghaſtly Triumphs ſpreads, 
And Grief it's Tears in fruitleſs Rivers ſheds : 


Where 
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Where endleſs Rage in fiery Tranſports reigns, 
And ſtrives to break it's adamantine Chains 

In vain; forever fix'd, it roars, it raves, 

And with loud Blaſphemies th* Eternal braves. 


{ THEN Thee, O Jesus ! we with Hymns reſound, 
And in thy Love's unbounded Depths are drown'd ; 
ts, That Love, which pour'd the Purple from thy Side, 
And from thy Hands and Feet a willing Tide ; 
Thoſe Hands and Feet, which, borne upon the Croſs, 
Were torn with wid'ning Wounds, and weep and heal 
our Loſs. 


NzxT. we behold th' eternal Father bright, 

Surrounded with a Robe of blazy Light; 

cil'd in his Eſſence, from our Weakneſs veil'd, 
But all the God on all the Sen reveal'd : 
Ih” incarnate Gon, whoſe Wounds forever pour, 
nſtead of purple Stains, a beamy Show'r. 
But oh]! What Glories, mingling in a Blaze, 
Are ſhot from all the Saint's entwiſted Rays? 

Vhich burn from Breaſt to Breaſt, from Eye to Eye, 
Vhile Feſus darts himſelf thro” all the Sky. 
dee golden Crowns, emboſs'd with varied Gems, 
Before the Son caſt down their paler Beams; 
trow'd at his Feet, the weighty Glones lay, 
Vhich all the proſtrate Myriads caft away. 
But hear, O] hear, where, circling into Choirs, 
he Angels wake aloud their warb' ling Wires; 
D 2 | Or 


ves: 


nere 


36 On Society. 


Or tender Trills, or ever-gliding Strains, 

Or Sounds ſublime ſuſpend the liſt'ning Plains. 
Th' harmonious Conſort, varied thro' the Skies, 
Wing'd with the Breath of ſofter Ether flies; 
Even Heav'n, inſpiring Heav'n, bends down it's Ears, 
And but one Organ all the Sky appears. 


Bur oh ! what Joys thro' various Boſoms rove, 
As Silver Riv'lets warble thro' a Grove, 
When fix'd on Zion's ever-wid'ning Plains, 
The Force of Friendſhip but increas*'d remains: 
When Friend to Friend, in Robes immortal dreſt, 
With heighten'd Graces ſhall be ſeen confeſt; 
And with a Triumph, all divine, relate 
The hniſh'd Labours of this gloomy State: 
How heavenly Glory dries their former Grief, 
All op'ning from the puzzled Maze of Life ; 
How Scenes on Scenes, and Joys on Joys ariſe, 
And fairer Viſions charm on keener Eyes, 
Here each will find his Friend a bubling Source, j 
Forever fruitful in divine Diſcourſe : 
No common Themes will grace their flowing Tongues H! 


No common Subjects will inſpire their Songs: 5 
United, ne'er to part, but ſtill to ſpend h 
A 7ubilee of Rapture without End,--- \n 
But oh! my Muſe, from this amazing Height rc 
Deſcend, and downward trace thy dangerous Flight; h 
Some Angel beſt becomes ſuch lofty Things, VC 


With Skill to guide, and Strength to urge his Wings: nc 
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To lower Strains, confine thy humble Lays, 
Till, by Experience taught, thou learn to praiſe, 
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PRAISE Fehovah, whoſe refiftleſs Might 

Reveng'd his People in the bloody Fight, 

To which the //razlites with Vigour ſprung, 

And their arch'd Bows with willing Swilt- 
neſs ſtrung. 

e mighty Monarchs of the ſubje& Earth! 

nd Princes, who from Kings derive your Birth, 

ly martial Song with ſilent Awe attend, 

Vhile in his Praiſe its cheerful Notes aſcend. 


WEN Thou, OLoR p, in dreadful Pomp array'd, 
Vert from Maunt-Seir in blazing Light diſplay'd, 
Nor Edom's Field thy marching Footſteps ſtay'd; 
zues The Earth, appall'd, ſhook at the amazing Sight, 

The dropping Skies with flaming Streams were bright: 
he ſullen Clouds, guſhing impetuous, ſhowr'd, 

And on the Earth a rainy Deluge pour'd. 

rom the fierce Flames, which in thy Noftrils glow'd, 
ht; Wh" Eternal Hills in melted Torrents flow'd ; 

ven Sina's lofty Mountain felt the Gop, 
ugs: nd fear'd to ſink into a fiery Flood, 
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Warn Shamgar, Anath's mighty Off-ſpring, ſhone 
At Iſrael's Head, in Days to Jael known, 
The Common Ways were lolt, with Graſs o'er-ſpread, 
Nor in the beaten Paths the Travellers tread ; 
But thro? wild Foreſts trace their mazy Way, 
Thro' Fields unknown their wandring Footſteps ſtray : 
Th' inactive Myriads lay in Sloth diſſolv'd, 
While flying Time its flecting Hours revolv'd. 
War's greedy Teeth devour'd each waſting Town, 
Nor in their loneſome Streets was Buſineſs known. ] 
Then, mov'd with ſoft Concern, I Deborah roſe, } 
And like a Mother mourn'd my Nation's Woes : [ 
Prone to Idolatry, all Jae run I 
To every foreign god, and left their own ; ! 
Incens'd, Gop's ſacred Eyes beheld the Sin, N 


And thunder'd at their Gates War's hideous Din. B 
The frighted Multitude no Weapon weild, V 
Nor forty thouſand Men command a Shield. B 
But oh ! the Flames which burn my tender Soul L 


For the brave Rulers, who their Fears controul ; 
And ruſhing forward, with a rapid Bound, 
Diffus'd a vig'rous Ardour all around! 

Elate with Joy, impetuous Fury ſprings 

Thro' all their Veins, and gives their Courage Wings. 


WW 

You awful Chiefs, who ride in decent State, T 
And Milk-white Aſſes proudly bear your Weight, An 
At whole Tribunals guilty Rebels lour, To 
When ſpotleſs Juſtice treads the circling Tour : Fre 
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And you, unhurt by Arrows gleemy Steel, 

Where murmuring Streams in mingled Currents ſwell ; 
Your joyful Lips to praiſe JEHovan join, 

For Deeds in which unnumber'd Wonders ſhine : 
Who, righteous in his Wrath, the Army flew 

Which round your Towns its dire Battalions drew. 


No more encompaſs'd with a dreadful Wall 


Of Foes, the Gates a Paſlage leave for all. 


AWAKE to loftier Strains, oh, Deborab wake 
Let o'er the Harp thy flying Fingers quake; 


Firſt in my Song immortal Barat riſe, 


ſoin'd to Abinoam by filial Ties; 


Marching triumphant with majeſtic Pace, 


Let Captive Tribes thy long Proceſſion grace. 
Nor ſhall the bluſhing Muſe my Worth conceal, 


But to the World a Female's Pow'r reveal, 


Who o'er the mighty Nobles of the Land, 
By Heav'n allow'd, extended my Command 
Dreſt up in ſhining Steel gay Deborah ſtood, 


pile willing Tribes came pouring like a Flood. 


FRS Ephraim's Tribe, fir'd with revengeful Spite, 


I Ruſh'd furious on with Amalek to fight; 
Nor could their haughty Stomachs brook the Rage 


Which burnt their Towns, and murder'd ev'ry Age. 


The Race of Benjamin increaſe the Field, 


And Quivers bring with glittering Arrows fill'd; 


To theſe ſucceed, who, ſkill'd in State Intreagues, 


rrom Machir flow, and join the ſolemn Leagues : 
D 4 Nor 
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Nor was thy Tribe, O Zebuln, the laſt, 

Which ſwcll'd the Squadrons with intripid Haſte : 
Whoſe happy Glebes the ſearching Sages fill, 

To touch the Pen, bleſt with Celeſtial Skill. 
Next Thee, fair //achar's illuſtrious Swains 
Purſuing went, and ſcour'd the martial Plains; 
Theſe Barak thro' the ſmiling Valleys leads, 
Where Silver Currents mark the painted Meads. 


BuT Reuben, with domeſtic Furies torn, 
Their Aid deny, nor to the Combat burn. 
Burſt:ng with Grief we hear the tragic News, 
Adown our Cheeks diſtill the weeping Dews ; 
We ſearch the guilty Secrets of our Mind, 
And there the Cauſe of fell Diviſions find. 


Wu did thy Tribe, inglorious Reuben, cleave 
To your dull Seats, and conquering /rael leave 
Lulling their Senſes in the Arms of Sleep, 

By the ſoft Mulick of the bleating Sheep : 

Or, near the Edges of the ſhady Hills 

Supinely lay; and heard the running Rills. 

Nor could the piercing Trumpet's loud Alarms 
Wake up their Vigour, or unbind their Charms. 

On Thee, eternal Infamy ſhall wait, 

As long as tender Ewes in Meadows bleat. 

Nor dark Oblivion ſhades the dire Diigrace 

Of Gilead's Name, whom homeward Seats embrace; 


Beyond where Jordan runs its rapid Race, 
On 
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On Thee, O Dan, let lafting Shame be fixt, 

Whom Ships contain'd while warring Squadrons mixt; 
Nor lives unſullied by the People's Breath 

er, who in Sea-Towns avoided Death. 

But Zebulon, with bloody Laurels crawn'd, 

And Napthali, Fame's Trump ſhall ever found : 

Who, fearleſs of their Fate, reſiſtleſs hurPd 

Perpetual Deaths, and fill'd th' infernal World. 
i'noſe, whoſe warm Veins fierce-boiling Torrents bound, 
To ſtain with hoſtile Gore the glutted Ground; 

ln the high Hills their laviſh Lives to dare, 

And charge the thickeſt Terrors of the War, 


AxD now the Kings of Canaan bend their Force, 
Where K:/hon thro* Megiddo ſweeps its Courle ; 
In vain their March, in vain their eager Speed, 
To the dark filent Regions of the Dead, 


On them ſwift Show'rs of Wrath divine deſcend, 


And all the Stars their baleful Influence blend. 
A ruddy Light glar'd thro' the horrid Gloom, 
And roaring Thunder ſhook the airy Dome. 
Down ruſh'd the Waters with deſtructive Sway, 


| Swcell'd Ki/hiy's Brook, and mingled Earth and Sea: 
And now the whelming Billows cloath'd the Plain, 


On 


And ſwept the Army to the diſtant Main. 


Ou! thou my Soul, ftretch thy triumphant Wings, 


For on an Hoſt thy Strength Deſtruction brings; 
While 
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While prancing Steads their trembling Terrors ſpeak, 
And on the Ground their horny Honours break, 
But oh, what Curſes make their humble Moan 
On Agercz's guilty Head ſwift to be thrown, 
Who left the Army of the miahty Gop 

While in his Tent his fearful Feet abode ? 

Above her Sex let Jael lift her Head, 

Her deathleſs Fame with fragrant Sweets beſpread, 
To her the vanquiſh'd Siſera retir'd, 

And aſx'd the Stream with thirſty Ferments fir d. 
Of Milk ſhe brought him, full, a lordly Bowl, 
He ſwill'd the Draught, and ſatisfy'd his Soul. 
And now embrac'd within the Arms of Sleep, 
To him her foftly-moving Footſteps creep; 

In her Leit Hand a murdering Nail ſhe took, 

And in her Right a Hammer for the Stroke : 

Like Zephyrs Breeze ſhe gently drew her Breath, 
Then thro? his Temples drove the Iron Death; 
The frighted Soul ruſh'd to the narrow Wound, 
While the pale Corps lay trembling on the Ground, 
Then with a Blow ſhe ſcver'd ſoon his Head, 
And o'er the Tent a ſanguine River ſpread ; 

Th? aſtoniſn'd Chief bow'd ſuppliant at her Feet, 
Downward he fell, and proſtrate lay his Weight: 
Down where he fell, his Bulk gigantick lay, 
Then fetch'd a Groan, and ſigh'd his Soul away. 
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Nor ſo the Mother, ſhe impatient flies, 
While thro* the Lattice look her longing Eyes, 
And with a ſhrill Report ſhe reſtleſs cries ; 
Ah! why my Son the ling'ring Carr conceals, 
Nor o'er the Valley ſmoak his rapid Wheels ? 
To this her wiſe attending Maids reply'd, 
Nor ſhe the Juſtice of their Words deny'd; 
Sure, proſtrate Fues, exulting they behold, 
And gaudy Spoils with ſhining Heaps of Gold : 
The blooming Maids, fluſh't with a modeſt Grace, 
Captive they lead to crown their fond Embrace ; 
And broider'd Garments, wrought with varicd Dies 


By the fine Simpſtreſs, glorious to the Eves, 


Shall round thy Son's gay Neck incircling twine, 
And o'er his beauteous Body dazling ſhine. 

But vain, ah vain ! the tender Mother's Care, 
Sunk are his Eyes, his Breath diſpers'd in Air! 
And may the ſame Perdition ever light 

Upon their Heads, who Heav'n preſume to fight; 
While thoſ:, whoſe Breaſts ſeraphic Flames inſpire, 
Shall, like the Sun, ſhoot forth perpetual Fire. 


* (VS CVELVSOVALYDONS | CVS LOVE CVSEVILVBOAS 
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EE OR ever bleſt the Man who flys 

265 F 825 The Haunts of wicked Men, 

7 W Nor ſtands within their impious Ways, 
A Partner of their Sin. 


Who 
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Who ſhuns their vile contagious Seat, 

| Where Men, with Jeſts profane, 

| | Deride Religion's ſacred Power, 

{| And ſtrive her Charms to ſtain. 


II. 


But from the Fountain of the Laws 
He drinks with full Delight, 
While muſing on its blameleſs Rules 
He ſpends the Day and Night. 
As by forever flowing Ritls 
Which murmur from their Springs, 
The nouriſh'd Tree diſtends her Boughs, 
And golden Fruitage brings. 


; III. 


© Perpetual Green ſhall paint its Leaves, 
| With never-fading Bloom, 

And ev*ry Project with Succels 

Shall to his Boſom come. 

Not ſo the Wicked, they like Chaff 

| Of furious Winds the Sport, ' 

| Shall Gop's reſiſtleſs Anger drive, 

| ; From his Celeſtial Court. 


| 
| IV. 
| 


When Gop ſhall kindle Flames around 
To burn a guilty World. 
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Before the fiery Blaſt they'l fly, 

With rapid Vengeance hurl'd. 

While pleas'd, the Righteous, Gop will hold 
Above the melting Frame; 
\When Sinners, fading from his Sight, 

| Shall feed an endleſs Flame. 


n 
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792887. 25 Thee, O Gop, all Nature owes its Births 

121 85 With ev'ry Form which varies thro' the Earth- 
e Thy Hand has ſpread the Sapphyr of the Sky, 

Whence living Glories ſcatter on the Eye; 

And roll'd, and rounded every circling Ball, 

| Which winds unwearied thro* this ample All, 

For different Worlds their different Species form'd, 

And wiſe Inhabitants with Reaſon warm'l : 

\Vho might return the Tribute of that Praife 


Which Nature does demand from all her Ways. 


Tr1s Earth is with a verdant Mantle ſpread, 
ror countleſs Animals the Food and Bed. 
A Waſte of Fruits upon its Surface grows, 
And, with a Fullneſs fed, it over-flows ; 
Here dwells the Lord of this inferiour Scene, 
Who wings his tow'ring Thoughts to Worlds unſeen. 
And from th' ambitious Vigour of his Mind 
Diſdains within this Globe to be confin'd. 
| Increas'd, 
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Increas'd, the numerous Race is ſpread abroad 


But the long Order drew 11s Length from God : 


Upon the limpid Flood his Word ſuſpends. 
The Bulk above the Sea, which hich aſcends. 
There ſhall it ftand, and foreign Forces mock, 
And only fall to Nature's general Shock, 


Wo, form'd above this fading World to rife, 
Shall end his glorious Flight within the Skies ? 
The Man whoſe Heart is waſh'd from ev'ry Spot, 
Nor can his Hands diſplay a guilty Blot ; 

Nor all the Pomp of Pride, nor gay Attire, 
Which gliſters on the Great his Boſom fire. 

To God his Thoughts with ſtedfaſt Ardour move, 
Nor can fantaſtick Joys attract his Love; 

But artful Malice with its Train of Lies, 

And hideous Perjury with Horror flies. 

Within his Lap {hall crowding Bleffings heap, 
And he in Zion'e Fields a plenteous Harveſt reap, 
Unſtain'd with Sin, with ſnowy Garments on, 
The holy Man ſhall wait before his Throne; 
No common Mold, but fifted from Mankind, 
To fairer Forms the Lump ſhall be refin'd, 
Whom Gad ſhall to ſuperiour Tranſports raiſe ; 


His Spirit warm'd with Prayer, and wing'd with Praiſe, 


Vr glittering Gates, exalt your tow'ring Heads, 
And wide your everlaſting Folds be ſpread ; 
For ſparkling in their Robes, th* eternal King 
The crowding Angels to his Palace bring 


Who 


e. 
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Who is this K1NG, with circling Seraphs crown'd, 
\Whoſe Preſence lightens all the Realms around? 


I'is He, who marſhalls thro* the Fields of Light 


The vivid Hoſts that deck the Shades of Night : 
And fainting Armies own his matchleſs Might, 


Le parting Gates! with blazy Jewels gay, 
| Diſplay the Purple of eternal Day; 
| For now with his majeſtic Glories on, 


The KING of Heav'n aſſerts his radiant Throne: 


Ine Angels draw along His matchleſs Train, 


And all the Chorus warbles on the Plain. 
Who is this Monarch, rob'd in awful State, 


Around whoſe Chariot ſhining Myriads wait? 


The Gop, to whom the vanquiſh'd Armies bow, 
The living Source whence all Productions flow. 


PsALM 104th 7ran/lated. 


G Wyo > Ltss thou the LoR D, my Soul, with Rapture 
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Who in a glorious Robe of Honour dreſt, 
dits in majeſtic awful State confeſt; 

And of the radiant Beams of endleſs Light, 

\ Garment wears of blazing Glory bright: 

Whoſe outward Skirt, ting'd with Celeſtial Blew, 


O'er his fierce Brightneſs like a Curtain drew; 
Left, 
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Leſt, from His dazling Glory, ruſhing Rays 
Of ſtreaming Luftre ſhould our Sight amaze : 
Who of His heav*nly Chambers lays the Beams 


| Where all the Rivers urge their confluent Streams; 


Thence Vapours mounting to the middle Air, 
In Clouds condens'd, form His triumphal Car; 
And Winds on their ſwift Wings His Footſteps bear. 


Pla c'p on a lofty Throne, around him ſtand, 
Unnumber'd Angels for His high Command, 
Whoſe Spirits, from His forming Breath inſpir'd, 
Are with a thouſand Flames of Rapture fir'd. 


He ſpoke th' Almighty WoRD, and from the Womb 


Of Nothing, ſprang the Earth's ſtupendous Dome: 
Forever fix'd, its firm Foundation laid, 
On his ſtrong Pow'r's unſhaken Bats ſaid, 


Ar firſt the Sea above the Earth advanc'd, 
And o'er th' aſpiring Hills its Billows danc'd ; 
Till at His Voice the liquid Garment fled, 
Aw'd by his Thunder to its ample Bed. 

From thence, thro' ſecret mazy Channels, glide 
It's weeping Riv'lets to the Mountains Side; 
Whoſe lofty Tops with gentle Steps they gain, 
Then downward ruſh impetuous to the Main, 
And with their wat'ry Stores refreſh the Plain. 
In vain with foaming Rage the Ocean roars, 
And beats its angry Waves againſt the Shores; 
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In] Delight the Birds, who wing their rapid Flight, 
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In vain its threatning Billows caſts on high, 

And with a tow'ring Pride invades the Sky; 

In adamantine Chains forever bound 

By Heav'n's Decree to fink below the Ground, 

The living Springs, diſpers'd in num'rous Kills, 
Thro' Vallies glide, and glad the neighbouring Hills; 
Where all the Brutes drink in the cryſtal Waves, 
And the wild Aſs his fiery Palate laves: 

Near theſe the winged Chorus of the Sky, 

On blooming Boughs their warbling Accents try. 


THE glutted Clouds deſcend in weeping Showers, 
Which, from its Height, Heav'ns lofty Chamber pours, 
The thirſty Soil receives th' enriching Streams, 

And with a num*rous Race, prolific, teams. 


| Thence ſprings the ſpiry Graſs, the Brute's repaſt, 


And wholeſome Herbs, deſign'd for human Taſte ; 
And Earth's in all Her fruitful (Flory dreſt. 

THE purple Juice, preſt from the loaded Vines, 
With ſprightly Joys our drooping Souls refines. 
With Oil's ſmooth Surface Men their Faces ſpread, 


| And Life continu'd ſtands ſuſtain'd by Bread, 


With vital Nouriſhment the Trees ſupply'd, 

Amidft the Clouds conceal their haughty Pride, 

Proud Lebanon, the Honours of thy Grove 

Are His, who downward bids thy Roots to rove. 

Your waving Tops which ſhoot toHeav'n their Height, 
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There build their Neſts, form'd with a wond*rous Skill 


From Storms ſecure, and ev'ry threat'ning Ill. 
For Storks the tow'ring Firs a Houſe provide, 
Whilſt on the Hills the bearded Goats reſide, 
And rocky Holes the trembling Conies hide, 


THe pale-fac'd Moon ſheds forth her filver Rays, 
And marks the Seaſons in her monthly Ways, 
While, with a rapid Swiftneſs, ruſhing down, 

The Sun proclaims his daily Progreſs run. 

The ſable Arms of Night the World embrace, 
And o'er the Foreſts roam the ſavage Race. 

The fierce young Lions, with an hideovs Roar, 
Speak their dire Hunger, and'their Prey explore. 
To Gor their Wants with moving Reet'ric cry, 
He hears their Voice, and ſends a full Supply. 
But when Heav'ns Chariot o'er the Mountains ſprings, 
And to th* enlightnedo World its Luſtre brings, 
Then to their gloomy Caves they quick retire, 
And in the tender Arms of Sleep expire. 

With conſtant Vigour all Mankind is bleſt, 

At Morn their Toil begins, at Evening Reſt, 


Lord, in thy Works what endleſs Beauties ſhine ? 
What vaſt myſterious Depths of Art divine. 
The Earth thy Bounty in rich Show'rs relieves, 
Till with the Load her ſwelling Boſom heaves. 
Nor on the Land its partial Gifts deſcend, 


But to the great unmeaſur'd Sea extend: 
Where in the liquid Paths the Fiſhes ſwim, 


Its Deeps deſcend, or o'er its Surface ſkim. Bot 
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Boch great and ſmall thro' cyrſtal Mazes ſtray, 

While to the Great, the Small are left a Prey. 

There fly the ſwiſt-wing'd Ships, and bruſh the Waves, 
er Billows leap, and diſtant Harbours ſeize. 

Till bleft with foreign Spoils, their rapid Way 
They Homeward urge, and burthen'd Wombs unlay, 
Here plays the vaſt Leviathan, the Pride 

Of a!ll the Waters; and commands the Tide: 

From whoſe wide Noftrils fiery Sparkles fly, 
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| And ſpouted Floods advance againſt the Sky. 


Him trembling fee the ſmall infcriour Crew 

And in the Ocean wander from his View. 

Gop's awful Nod theſe nimble Subjects wait, 

And in its Seaſon take their conſtant Meat. 

With eager Haſte they gather what he gives; 

His opening Hand with Good ſupports their Lives. 

If Clouds the Luſtre of His Face conceal, 

The dying Beaſts in Groans their Anguiſh tell: 

Their tott'ring Limbs deſerted by their Prop, 

Into their Duſt with quick Confuſion drop. 

Thy Sp1R1'T with His quick'ning Wonp renews, 

The quicken'd Earth, and with new Form endues. 
Tay Name, O Gop, eternal Hymns ſhall raiſe, 

And every Creature join the cheerful Lays, 

Thy Self too, joyful, when Thy raviſh'd Eyes 

}:hold Thy Works in all their Beauty riſe, 

But when rebellious Men Thy Pow'r difown, 

Incens'd Thy Wrath, Thy Thunder haſtens down. 

Thy awful Frowns the frightned Worlds revere, 

nd blazing Hills their ſmoaky Volumes rear. 
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But to Duration's endleſs Ages glow. 
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Jovrur, my Gop, my pious Song I'M raiſe, 
Whilſt vital Spirits dance their circling Maze. 
To Thee I'll ſing, till to the Realms of Light 
My Soul with winged Speed directs her Flight, 
There ſhall my Raptures no Defection know, 


Mean Time my God ſhall every Thought employ, 
My Sorrow ſweeten, and inſpire my Joy. 

Whilſt on the Wicked His Almighty Ire 

Shall rain a Deluge of conſuming Fire; 

My Soul, the LoRD with in-moſt Ardour bleſs, 
And let all Worlds their grateful Songs expreſs | 
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XIV. LamenTATIons 2d Chapter, 
tranſlated, 


e OW has the Lok p, with Anger juſtly fir'd, E 

29s H $83 Broks out inFlames of Wrath to be admir'd, 

reeds And, vailing Zr with a gloomy Cloud, 
FromHeav*n her once aſpiring Beauties bow'd 

And in the Fierceneſs of his holy Ire, 

Upon his Footſtool thrown the raging Fire : 

Till, tottering downward with a mighty Sound, 

Its noble Buildings ſoon embrac'd the Ground 

Which Pagan ſacrilegious Hands deſtroy'd, 

And with Pollution all the Realms annoy'd. 
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All Iſrael's Power He broke in one ſad Day, 
Nor kept his ſheilding Arm their Force away, 
But ſhooting Lightnings round our Cities ſhone, 
Before whoſe fearful Heat we melted down. 
From His bent Bow his fiery Darts flew out, 

His Right Hand dealt DeſtruQion round about ; 
Till thoſe, whoſe Beauties ſhone upon the Eye, 
Did in their guſaing Purple floating lye. 

His Wrath, reſiſtleſs, pouring like a Stream, 

No wonder Palaces bow'd to its Flame; 

And firm Munitions in Deſtruction laid, 

Are now with glowing Beams and Aſhes ſpread. 
Nor even His holy Temple did he ſpare, 

No more His Feaſts and folemn Days appear; 
While Kings, and Prieſts alike His Vengeance ſhare. 
Nor now the Victims on her Altars ſmoak, 

Her ſtately Wall her Enemies have broke, 

And in thy Houſe, uniting hideous Cries, 

3rd, {But mock the nobler Joys of Sacrifice. 

The folid Rampart, and the ſhading Wall, 
Puſh'd by his Hand, lament their ſudden Fall: 
The brazen Gates all level now are laid, 

And all the Ground with broken Bars is ſpread. 


Our King, and Princes to the Gentiles ſold, 
tiff captive Chains in ſhameful Durance hold; 
Vhen ev'ry Age bows down its ſtooping Head, 
Vith Sackcloth veil'd, and mourning Afhes ſpread : 
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Which juſtly pours upon my Country's Hearſe ; 
My Bowels mourn, and bear an equal Part, 

A bleeding Country aſks a bleeding Heart. 

7 The famiſh'd Children in the Streets combine, 
| And round each paſſing Friend in Anguiſh twine, 
And beg the needful Bread, or cheering Wine: 
The Infant on the empty Boſom lies, 

And bathcs it with its Tears, and weeping dies. 


0 
. Nor can my Eyes re{train the Guſh of Tears, 
| 
| 
| 


7 Id vain I ſtrive an equal Grief to find, 

To ſooth, O Ziox ! thine amazed Mind; 

Unrivall'd in thy Woes, the hideous Breach 

Can ne'er be head, nor can Deſcription reach : 

As when a Wall the beating Billows wound, 

In, at the Breach, the driving Waters bound ; | 

Till all theCity ſwims, and all the Plains are drown'd, 

In vain thy Prophets, with falſe Stories fill'd, 

Thy open Ears to wiſer Counſels ſeal'd, 

They vainly ſooth'd Thee in thoſe hateful Crimes, 

Which have deform'd with Woes the happy Times. 

Nor can our Woes forbid the Stranger- Tongue, K 
/ 
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To make Jeruſalem their Mirth and Song; 

Is this, ſay they, that ever-beauteous Town, | 
Which o'er the Earth in bright Perfection ſhone ; v 
By God's avenging Hand now humbled down ? 
Others, more furious, gnaſhing hiſs their Spight, 
Hid with the Cover of eternal Night, 

No more, ſay they, will Zion rife again; 


The wiſh'd-for Day our longing Eyes have ſeen X 
rut 
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True to his Word th' Almighty now has ſhewn 

The ſpotleſs Truth and Juſtice of his Throne. 

Who, threatning Thee with long and numerous Woes, 
Has drawn, around, thy Town's devouring Foes : 
Which pitying neither Sex, nor Youth, nor Age, 
Have acted wide the Circle of their Rage: 

And now the Tyrant-Strangers, raging, rule, 

Full of their own, with ſacred Vengeance full. 


Ix this Diſtreſs, to GoD, oh, fervent cry, 
(Let willing Rivers ſpring from every Eye) 
Reſtleſs attack his Throne with humble Prayers, 
While ev'ry Vow is water'd with your Tears. 
Let Heav'n, ev'n in the Night your Cries attend, 
In each Petition let your Heart aſcend ; 

For in each Street pale Famine ſtalks along, 

Sinks ev'ry Cheek, and ſtiffens every Tongue: 
Snatches the Roſes from each faded Face, 

While ſinking Virgins die upon the Place; 

Unable to ſuſtain their tottering Limbs, 

Not bath'd with Tears, but drench'd in bloody Streams. 
For, round in mighty Floods, the floating Dead 

Are roll'd along, in rueful Ruin ſpread. 

For this, let Gop our Hearts diſſolving ſee, 

Whoſe weeping Blood ſhould ſpeak our Miſery. 


O Gop ! with infinite Compaſſion view 


On whom it was thy vengeful Arrows flew ! 
E 4 See, 
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See, Father, ſee | the Babe, with Milk unfed, 
Torn from the Mother's Breaft unpitied, dead ; 
A horrid Feaſt for horrid Hunger ſpread | 

Our lovely Youth, which gape with many a Wound, 
Lay naked and unburied on the Ground, 

And o'er the Dead the fainting Living ſwound. 
None are eſcap'd, the Intants we have bred 

Dye from our Arms, and drop among the Dead. 
No more !---the Grief 's too great to be expreſt, 
Let Sighs, and Tears, and Death declare the Reſt. 


XV. A Parapbraſe on the LorD's Prayer. 


8 585 Eleſtial Pa RENT, whoſe admir'd Name 

22 C $8 All Nature owns ; and Angels ſpeak thy Fame. 

8888 ER Thy canſtant Kindneſs Vd our Tongues 

diſplay, 

When Morn begins, and Evening ends the Day. 

Rule in our Hearts, and bow each rebel Thought, 

Let every Virtue in our Souls be wrought, 

Subdue our Wills, and form them to thine own; 

Thy Laws our Counſels, and our Minds thy Throne: 

Such let our bleſt Obedience be. perform'd, 

As Angels pay, with nobler Paſſions warm'd. 

Deſcend, O ſacred Deve / into our Breaſt, 

And bring the Joys of everlaſting Reſt: 

Sink every Wave, and ſmooth our ruffled Mind, 

And let the Reign of Earth and Heav'n be join'd 
Deſcend 
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Deſcend in Show'rs of Bounty, and relieve 
Our conſtant Wants; the daily Nurture give. 
Scatter our Sins, like an offenſive Cloud, 

Jet to our Penitence Thine Ears be bow'd ; 
> [ten our Anger, and let Malice fly, 

And herce Reſentment in our Boſoms dye; 
Unwearicd Injuries our Prayers inſpire, 


And our Forgiveneſs all our Foes admire. 


Let Satan from the awful Guard retreat 
Waich Virtue gives, and own his foul Defeat; 


From every Evil ſheild our happy Lives, 


Strong in the Tower which thy Protection gives, 

Thy Kingdom widens o'er the ſtarry Frames, 

And graſps the rolling Worlds, and guides their Flames: 
Thy Power ſuſtains the Baſis of the Whole, 

And goes thro* Nature, like a mighty Soul. 

Eternal Praiſes circle thro' the Skies, 


And to Thy Name the Hymns of Angels rife. 
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XVI. CnarITY. Being a Parapbraſe on 


the 13th Chapter of the 1/# of Corinthians. 


rer HO" Angels could infuſe their holy Fire, 
w% And with their graceful Strains my Soul inſpire, 


ODOT : 
. my Tongue, in moving Eloquence, 


Flow'd, in the ſoſteſt Words, the richeſt Senſe, 


Vet, void of Charity, my empty Mind 
ls like a Cymbal only ſwell'd with Wind; 
Or 
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Or ſounding Braſs which lightly ſtrikes the Air 


Contain the Jargeſt Realms of Science there ; 
Or could my Faith beyond the Stars aſcend 
Or from their ſtedfaſt Baſis Mountains rend, 
By facred Charity if uninſpir'd, 

A ſplendid Nothing ſtill wou'd be admir'd. 


| And leaves a ſhort Impreſſion on the Ear. 
| CouLd I the future Scenes of Time foreſce, 
'| Unravel every mazy Myſtery ; 
| Or did my Knowledge, in its wid'ning Sphere, 
| 


| THro?, laviſh cf my Goods, I ſhould beſtow 

| | | Upon the Needy all I own'd below, 

Or, burning with a yet ſublimer Zeal, 

Should give my willing Fleſh the Flames to feel, 
| And, blazing with the Torch of my own Fire, 
Should in a glowing Car to Heav'n aſpire, 
Devoid of Love, Heav'n would my Soul repel 


And ſtrike me backward to the Depths of Hell. 


Tho Charity, cloath'd with a ſmiling Air, 
The worſt Affronts and Injuries can bear, 
Thy Kindneſs flows in an exub'rant Stream, 
Nor Envy clouds Thee with its hateful Steam; 
Pride from thy humble Breaſt for ever flies 
With ſwelling Thoughts, and nauſeous Flatteries, 
Wich Luſtre deck'd, thy every Action charms, 
| 


A noble Ardour ſtill thy Boſom warms : 
Thy 
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Thy Thoughts of Love, forever unconfin'd, 

No other Bounds can know but all Mankind. 

In Thee, tumultuous Anger never reigns, 
Inconſcious, "Thee, no dark Suſpicion ſtains; 

Still griev'd for Sin, 'tis Truth infpires thy Joy, 
And crowding Ills would vainly Thee annoy ; 

All Things thou vieweſt in the mildeſt Light, 

The beſt doft hope, nor Troubles bow thy Might. 


ENnDLEss thy Reign, when Propheſies, fulfill'd, 
Shall ſhow the myſtic Rolls of Fate unſeal'd, 
Wen Tongues no more ſhall dark Mankind divide, 
And Learning like a Vapour ſwiftly glide ; 
Love ſhall, immortal, liſt its bezuteous Head, 
And in the endleſs Paths of Glory tread ; 
Imperfect they, like twinkling Stars lead on 
That Charity which is Perfection's Sun; 
Whoſe boundleſs Glories will no Rival bear 
But leaves their duller Shades diſpers'd in Air. 
Tho? childiſh once, I lov'd theſe leſſer Things, 
My manly Soul expands on loftier Wings. 
Now thro” a Glaſs we ſee but glimmering Rays, 
Of that, whoſe Light will ſtrike with op'ning Blaze: 
When Faith and Hope, with Science, all expir'd, 
Shall leave triumphant Love to be admir'd, 
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XVII. Horace Lib. 1. Ode 1. 


Some love the Chariot's rapid Flight, 
To whirl along the duſty Ground, 
Till with Olympick Honours crown'ld : 
And if their fiery Courſers tend 
Beyond the Goal, they ſhall aſcend 
In Merit, equal to the Gods, 
Who people the ſublime Abodes, 
Others, if mingled Shouts proclaim 
Of jarring Citizens, their Name, 
Exalted to ſome higher Poſt, 
Are in the Clouds of Rapture loft, 
This, it his Granary contain 
In crowded Heaps the ripen'd Grain, 
Rejoicing his paternal Field 
To plough a future Crop to yield. 
In vain his timerous Soul you'd move, 
Tho? endleſs Sums his Choice ſhould prove, 
To leave the Safety of the Land, 
And truſt him to the Wind's Command. 
The trembling Sailor, when the blue 


And boiſterous Deep his Thoughts purſue, 


Fearful 
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Fearful of Tempeſts, dreads his Gain 
To venture o'er the threatning Main. 
But loves the Shades and peaceful Town 
Where Joy and Quiet dwell alone: 

But when, impatient to be poor, 

His flying Veſſels leave the Shore. 
Others, the preſent Hour will ſeize, 

And leſs for Buſineſs are than Eaſe; 

But flowing Cups of Wine deſire, 
Which ſcatter Grief and Joy inſpire. 
Joyful, they quaff and ſpread their Limbs 
Along the Banks of murmuring Streams, 
While Trees, which ſhoot their tow'ring Heads, 
Protect them with their cooling Shades. 
Some love the Camp and furious War, 
Where Nations met with Nations jarr; 
The Noiſe of Victors, and the Cries 

Of vanquiſh'd, which aſſault the Skies; 
While, at the 'Trumpet's piercing Ring, 
Their mounting Spirits vigorous ſpring : 
When fainting Matrons, in a ſwound, 
Receive the martial Muſick's Sound. 
The Morning Hunter ſeeks his Prey, 
Tho' chill'd by Heaven's Inclemency, 
Forgets his Houſe; with Dogs purſues 
The flying Stag in her Purlieu's; 

Or his entangling Net contains 

The foamy Boar, in ropy Chains, 
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But me, the Iuy Wreaths, which ſpread 
Their blooming Honours round the Head 
Of learned Bards, in Raptures raiſe, 
And with the gods unite in praiſe. 

The Coolneſs of the Rural Scenes, 

The ſmiling Flowers and Ever-Greens, 
And ſportful Dances all inſpire 

My Soul, with more than Vulgar Fire; 
If ſweet Enterpe give her Flute, 

And Polhbymnia lend her Lute. 

If you the deathleſs Bays beſtow, 

And by Applauſes make them grow, 
Towards the Stars, my winged Fame 
Shall fly, and ſtrike the heavenly Frame. 
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Nee HE inter, which bound up our frozen Plains, 


28 
NNE. Is diſentangled from its melted Chains; 
Tho 


While in its Stead the gracefulSpring returns, 
And Zephyrs in enchanting Murmurs mourns. 
No more our Ships, dry on the burden'd Land, 

By Engines forc'd the Ocean to deſcend ; 

Nor now the ſolitary Cotts invite 

The Cattle ſighing for the cheerful Light: 

Nor Peaſants ſeek the feeble Force of Fire 


Their Limbs to warm, but Phebus' Aid require, 
And 
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And now the Fields, in native Beauty dreſt, 
Are by the Arms of Froſt no more careſt. 
The Cytherian Godde/5 graceful moves, 
Incirel'd with a Crowd of blooming Loves; 
Whoſe nimble Steps fly o'er the verdant Meads, 
While the gay Morn her Silver Luftre ſheds. 
he Graces, who with heavenly Features glow, 
And comely Nymphs, whoſe Eyes Deſtruction throw 
O'er the foft Graſs lead up a bright and ſolemn Show. 
Now, Vulcan with his brawny Cycl2ps ſweats, 
And on his Anvil glowing Irons beats ; 
While trembling Etna echo's with a Groan, 
And Fove's-Bolts Thunder, e'er from Heav'n they're 
thrown. 
Let everlaſting Laurels claſping ſpread, - 
And weave their verdant Honours round our Head ; 
Or bluſhing Flowers, with mingled Beauty ſhine, 
Aud o'er our Front in amorous Kiſſes twine : 
Protected by the Grove's delightful Shade; 
To Pan the humble Sacrifice be made: 
Whether a tender Lamb the Gad requires, 
Or brouzing Goat ſhall ſmoak upon his Fires. 
With equal Pace pale Death, in dreadful Steps, 
Strikes at the Cott, or in the Palace leaps ; 
Our Lives, condemn'd in narrow Bounds to rove, 
Forbid us long to hope for what we love : 
Even now eternal Night projects its Gloom, 
And fabled Ghats haunt thy retiring Room. 
Now 
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Now in dire Plato's duſky Realms you ſtray, 
And vainly wiſh the dawning Gleams of Day ; 
There, Friend, the circling Youth will never crown 
Thy ſumptuous Feaſt, and quaff the Nectar down: 
Nor more ſhall beauteous Maids thy Love inſpire, 
And fill thy glowing Soul with am'rous Fire. 
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898258 Elbomene, thy mournful Cittern ſtring, 
IS 
Wo And melting Notes in funeral Ditties ſing. 


Quintilean's Eyes are clos'd in endleſs Sleep, 
WhatEyes withſtreaming Tears refuſe to weep ? 
Who living fill'd each Breaſt with ſtrong Deſire, 

Shall his ſad Fate oppreſs the ardent Fire ? 

For, ſince his Aſhes have encreas'd the Dead, 

All but the Shew of Innocence is fled, 

A decent Shame bluſht in his modeſt Face, 

And with a crimſon Veil conceal'd each Grace: 

And Faith, to Juſtice join'd in holy Ties, 

Shone in his Heart, and darted thro* his Eyes: 

= Far from Diſguiſe, no ſubtle Arts he us'd, 

. But when he ſpoke the naked Truth diffus'd. 

| ö When will the gads, who ſnatch'd him from our Sight, 
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5 Brighten the World with ſuch another Light ? 
|! ' He fell, deplor'd, or ſure the guſhing Flow f 
= Down numerous Checks, was but an empty Shoy : f 


But 


5 
ep! 


mt 


1 


But 


Hox Ack Lib. 1. Ode 24. 


But never Grief a deadlier Arrow threw 

Into a Breaſt, than thine, O Virgil knew. 

But vain, now ſhaded by the Gloom of Death, 

To ſee your Friend, wails your lamenting Breath: 
Fix'd by the Fates, our Lives have Limits ſet, 

Nor can they be recall'd by deep Regret. 

Tho? your ſweet Lyre breath'd more melodious Strains: 
Than Orpheus warbled o'er the T hracian Plains, 
While moving Foreſts wander'd from their Roots, 
And round your Muſick danc'd the raviſh'd Brutes, 
Not all th' enchanting Magick of your Muſe 
Could raiſe the Dead, nor vital Warmth infuſe, 
For when ſwift Hermes waves his dreadful Wand 
And bids the trembling Soul to Hell deſcend, 

No tender Cries his ſtubborn Mind can bend, 
With humble Patience then let's bear the Load, 
Which Jove appoints, nor murmur at the ged. 
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XX. Hokracz Lib. 1. Ode 2. 
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BW Lxtapy Jove ſufficiently has ſhown 
A $8 In Hail andSnow his Vengeance on the Town; 
L233 Launching the Lightnings from his righteous 
Arm 

Fierce on the Temples, now with Sulphur warm. 
The ſtartled Town, and frighted Nations fear'd 
A ſecond Deluge ſoon would have appear'd: 

F | Liks 


66 HokR Ack Lib. 1. Ode 2. 


Like that of Pyrrbæ when the ſcaly Brood 

By Proteus guided thro? the riſing Flood, 

O'er tow'ring Mountains cut their liquid Way, 
Or el o'er ſpreading Elms their Progreſs ſtay ; 
The Seats of Doves. While wandring o'er the Main 
The fearful Deer o'er ſteepy Billows ſtrain, 

And change a ſolid for a wat' ry Plain, 

We've ſeen the Tiber leave its yellow Bed 

And o'er the neighbouring Tombs of Monarchs ſpread 
And Veſta's Temple all in Ruins laid: 

| | While wandring from the Left the River roſe 

In ſpight of Fove, upon its Reman Foes : 

„ And Iillia's ancient Quarrel to return, J. 
Upon the City empties all his Urn. 


E＋— — „ „ 
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The few remaining Youth our Guilt ſhall ſpare, 

Will mourn the Ravages of Civil War, * 
That, ſunk in Luxury, the Perſian Pride > 
Beheld our Swords in Roman Purple dy'd. : 
8 Since thro” its mighty Frame the Empire nods n 
| : Whom ſhall we invocate of all the Gods! T 
Will Ja hear her ſacred Virgin's Songs Tr 
| > Say ove, the expiator of their Wrongs: A 
| Come vail'd in ſnowy Clouds, Apollo prove; vi 
In Come Venus with the Smiles and God of Love. Mr 
1 Or viſit Mars, thy long neglected Race, O; 

1 Tir'd with the Sport of War, forſake the Chace, * 
* Tho! pleas'd when all the martial Terrors riſe N. 
Sounds pierce the Ear, and dazling Arms the Eyes. 4 No 
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Horace Lib. 2. Ode 16. 67 


Or if Auguſtus is another Name 

For Mercury, who left the ſtarry Frame, 

Celeſtial Monarch, late may*ſt thou return, 

And late the happy World thine Abſence mourn : 
Nor yet on Wings of rapid Whirlwinds riſe 
Offended with our Vice and tainted Skies, 

Here chuſe a Father and a Prince to ſtay 

And lead thy Triumphs thro? the crowded Way 
Nor, unreveng'd, let Medes triumphant ride 
From Fields which Roman Citizens have dy'd. 


FFC 


XXI. Horace Ode to Graſpus, Lib. 2. 


Ode 16. 


£8 Hr o' all Mankind impatient Ardours reign 
= = 985 To live a Life of Eaſe ſecure from Pain. 
985985 Is 88588 The Sailor, on the Egean Billows toſt, 

By gloomy Clouds the Moon's fairLuftre loſt, 
And Stars no more ſeen with their radiant Fires 
To guide th? uncertain Ship, ſoft Reſt defires : 
In Feats of War the furious T hraciens ſkill'd, 
And Medes with whizzing Deaths to win the Field, 
Wich thirſty Soul, O Graſpus, Reſt explore 
More worth than ſhining Beds of yellow Ore, 
Or purple Garments ftain'd with Brian Dies, 
Which Gems enlighten as the Stars the Skies. 
Not Sums immenſe which greedy Avarice heaps, 


Nor Honour's gaudy Train, which o'er theVulgar ſweeps, 
F 2 Can 
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68 Horace Lib. 2. Ode 16. 


Can ſooth the Cares which fill a Monarch's Breaſt, 
And, flying round the Court, his Thoughts moleſt. 
Happy the Man, the Breathings of whoſe Mind 
Are to the Circle of his Power confin'd ; 

Who at his Table dines on homely Fare, 

No Fear diſturbs his Sleep, his Life no Care ; 
But, from the ſordid Luſt of Riches free, 

From his clear Thoughts all brooding Sorrows flee, 
Condemn'd to breathe within the little Space 

Of flecting Time, we mighty Proſpects chaſe : 

To foreign Realms, ſelf-baniſh'd from our own, 
With anxious Speed from preſſing Griefs we run; 
But vain th' Attempt to hide the conſcious Soul, 
The angry Fates their killing Horrors roul, 

A guilty Darkneſs hovers o'er the Ships, 


And running Troops with following Haſte outſtrips : 


Purſuing Cares bound ſwifter than the Deer 
Chas'd by the bloody Hound, and trembling Fear 
Or than the rapid Pinions of the Wind 

Borne from the Eaſt ; and ſeize upon the Mind, 


Wirz eager Joy let's graſp the preſent Hour, 
Nor mind the future, plac'd beyond our Power ; 
Let Smiles, with gentle Breezes, ſmooth the Tide 
Of ſwelling Grief, and reftleſs Fears ſubſide ; 
Since various Pleaſures join to make us bleſt, 
Depriv'd of ſome, we'll live upon the reſt. 


Achilles, tho* with endleſs Glory crown'd, 
Death's fatal Shaft ftretcht proſtrate on the Ground. 
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Horace Lib. 3. Ode 1. 69 


Tithenus, who to longer Age obtains, 
Yet hates a Life curſt with immortal Pains 
And, mad with Rage, knaws his eternal Chains, 
Perhaps the ſmiling Hours on me beſtow 
The Bleflings which my Friend will never know ; 
What tho' an hundred Flocks your Feilds adorn 
And lowing Herds ſalute the cheerful Morn, 
Tho' flying Steeds before your Chariots ſpring, 
And in your Ears the ſkrieking Axils ring, 
Tho? Robes twice in the TJyrian Tincture laid, 
Around you their majeſtic Honours ſpread ; 
On me the Fates with partial Bounty ſhine, 
And ſpin the Thread of Life more ſoft and fine. 
Small is my Houſe, ſurrounded with the Shades 
Of gloomy Forreſts, and delightful Glades, 
Where all the Nine my raviſh'd Soul inſpire 
And light with Flames of their poetic Fire. 

ere, rais'd above the World, my lofty Eyes 
View the low Vulgar, and their Rage deſpiſe. 


ror or rr ou rr cee 
XXII. Horace Lib. 3. Ode 1. 


888 HE vulgar Crew inſpire my juſt Diſdain, 
5 T 2 Hence, fly my Preſence, all ye Mob prefane; 
Le few Judicious, view my lofty Verſe, 
nd let your Tongues your juſt Applauſe rehearſe, 
ings reign tremendous o'er their proper Flocks, 
but Jove ſublime their meaner Empire mocks : 
1 Illuſtrious 


70 Horacr Lib. 3. Ode 1. 
Illuſtrious, by eternal Triumphs won, 

O' er Giant-Rebels to his heavenly Throne; 
Who, by the Force of his reſiſtleſs Name, 
Moves at his Will this wide extended Frame. 
Some, with a Genius for the Rural Toil, 

Can better prune the Trees, and tend the Soil, 
This, with a warmer Fluſh of Spirits fill'd, 
With nobler Ardour ſeeks the martial Ficld : 
Another, by diviner Pride inſpir'd, 

| | Is by the glorious Prize of Virtue fir'd. 

W A fourth, when with a Crowd of Clients preſt, 


| | | Than all the former deems himſelf more bleſt; 
: | But Fate, reſiſtleſs, deals about her Darts, 

1 Which pierce alike the proud or humble Hearts, 
| And from her huge, and wide-containing Urn, 


Scatters to all the Lots too ſoon they mourn. 

The Man, whoſe impious Neck lay underneath 

The Tyrant's Sword, which threaten'd preſent Death, 

Not all Sicilian Dainties could delight ; 

Nor could he taſte away his wild Aﬀright : 

Nor Songs of Birds, nor ſweetly-warbling Strains 

Of ſpeaking Lyres, could ſooth to Sleep his Pains, 

But the ſoft Pleaſures of refreſhing Sheep 

Not diſtant from the humble Cottage keep, 

Where dwells the Peaſant ; nor the ſhady Bed 

Of Tempe's Grove, where Zephyr's Wings are ſpreav, 

[he Man, who wiſhes juſt enough, nor more, 

Unmoy*d, attends the Billow's boiſterous Roar; 
Artur 
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HoRacr Lib. 3. Ode 1. 71 


Arfurus ſetting, nor the riſing Goat 

Portending Tempeſts, can diſturb his Thought: 
Nor broken Vines by thundering Storms of Hail, 
Nor Hopes of mighty annual Crops which fail; 
Nor Trees, which, of perpetual Showers of Rain, 
Or fierce Extreams of Heat and Cold complain, 
But our unbounded Luxury is ſuch, 

We only live but when we live too much ; 
Unſatisfi'd, with Earth's unmeaſur'd Plain, 

Our jutting Moles invade the liquid Main; 

And injur'd Fiſh of ſtraiten'd Room complain. 
With gaudy Shews the Great would feed his Eyes, 
But till true Happineſs his Wiſhes flies; 


And with dire Trouble, his perpetual Care, 


And horrid Guilt, his mangled Boſom tear: 
Care haunts the Ship, and fills the Sailor's Mind, 
And, when we mount the Courſer, rides behind. 
Since then no Building's high Magnificence, 


Nor Garments tinctur'd o're with purple Stains ; 


Nor charming Sweetneſs of Falernian Wine, 
Nor Oils, whoſe rich Perfume the Senſe refine ;_ 
Can Grief diſpell, nor give my Sorrows Eaſe, 
Why ſhould I wiſh a lofty Edifice ? 

Or why ſhould I exchange my Sabine Field 

For vaſt Poſſeſſions, which leſs Pleaſure yeild ? 


FFF 
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72 DAvip's Elegy, parapbras'd. 


see TREE $f 5d 


XXIII. Davip's Elegy paraphrasd, and 
apply d to the premature Death of Capt. 
Jostan WinsLow, who vas flain in 
Battle with the Indians, May 1. 1 724. 


OvuRN, O my Muſe, letSolemn Numbers flow 
From thy ſad Thoughts, fit for the Scenes of 
Way Woe ; 
For in the Fields their breathleſs Bodies lay, 
Whoſe Fame for martial Deeds will never die. 
Thy faireft Sons, O /r'el, ſtrow the Plain, 
And mighty Captains with their Men are ſlain, 
Far, far from Gath, let fly the fatal News, 
Nor this the Streets of Afelon diffuſe, 
Leſt in mad Revels the Philiſtian Rout 
Shou'd o'er th" unhappy Slain unmanly ſhout ; 
And their fair Daughters, in fine Raiment dreſt, 
Should dance for Joy, and in their Banquets feat ; 
The Daughters of th* uncircumciſed Race, 
Whom Gad has ſever'd from his ſpecial Grace. 


Ye lofty Hills of Cilloa, which aſcend 
Above the Clouds, and with the Vapours blend, 
On your tall Tops let no ſoft Dews diſtill, 
Nor running Rains adown your Mountains rill ; 
But ever may ye lay a barren Waſte, 
Your Fruits let Heay*n's Almighty Vengeance blaſt, 
Let 


| 
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et 


Daviy's Elegy, paraphras'd. 73 


Let Prieſts no more your Deſart Plains adorn, 

Nor in their Hands your pious Gifts be borne; 
For on your Fields the Shields are vilely thrown 
Which o'er the Breaſts of mighty Warriours ſhone, 


Tay Shield, O Saz! lays groveling on the Ground, 
Nor to thy Royal Breaft forbids a Wound ; 
As if the Sacred Oil ne'er kiſs'd thy Head, 
Nor in thy Soul its heav'nly Influence ſhed. 
Is this the Monarch, who with furious Rage, 
Drove dreadful on, fierce Squadrons to engage ? 
Whoſe flaming Sword drank deep of hoſtile Gore, 
And plung'd Perdition 'till with Fat clos'd o'er ? 


O deareſt Fonathan ! lay Thy dead Limbs 
Amidft the Field where floating Purple ſwims ; 
Who, when alive, couldſt urge the twanging Bow, 
And dart Deſtruction on the diſtant Foe ? 
From thy nice Hand the whizzing Arrows flew, 
And in the deſtin'd Place the Wicked ſlew. 
Bleſt Pair of Friends, all lovely in their Lives, 
Nor one the other by ſlow Death ſurvives ! 
Whate'er by Words they ſpoke, or Deeds perform' c 
Pleas'd all the World, by no ill Grace deform'd : 


| They liv'd, the Father and the Son, ally'd 


By Friendſhip's ſacred Bands, 'till Death the Knot unty'd. 
They ſwift could ſcour along the level Plain, | 
While panting Racers, tir'd, behind remain. 

So 


74 DAvrp's Elegy, paraphras d. 


So tow'ring Eagles, who their Prey deſcry, 

Shoot rapid thro* the Regions of the Sky; 
While all the winged Tennants of the Air 

Sail low, or trembling, ling'ring lay for Fear, 
Their nervous Limbs, with manly Vigour ſtrung, 
Thro' warring Troops, like waſting Whirlwinds, flung ; 
| Or like a Lion's fierce impetuous Force, 

* Who thro' oppoſing Armies ſweeps his Courſe, 
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O 7/raePs blooming Fair ! your Sorrows ſhew, 
Weep, weep, your Eyes with guſhing Tears o'erflow, ' 
For dead, ah dead, for ever dead is Saul / 

Pale are his Looks, a Corps is now his All. 

He made your gaudy Dreſs with Scarlet fame, 

Like the deep Red which ſpeaks a modeſt Shame; 
In his mild Reign perpetual Pleaſures bleſt 

Your eaſy Lives, and every Senſe careſt. 
Around your Garments, glorious to behold, 

1 Shone ever-radiant Gems, emboſs'd with Gold. 
Hou have the fall'n Warriours overſpread 

5 The verdant Fields, and made them bluſh with Red. 
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O Jonathan, once lov'd, but now deplor'd ! 
Why felt thy fleeting Life the wounding Sword ? 
Dead, pale, neglected on the lofty Field, 

Stretch'd are thy Limbs, to northern Blaſts reveal'd. 
On Thee the Vulture, with devouring Jaws, 


Feeds rav*nous, and deforms Thee with his Claws. 
| O 


— 
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DAvip's Elegy, paraphras d. 75 


O ! Pm diſtreſs'd, I feel the Force of Woe, 

Sunk is my Heart, my creeping Blood moves flow 3 
For Thee, my dear departed Friend, I mourn, 

And water with a Brother's Tears thy Urn, 

Thy ſweet Society refrcſh'd my Mind, 

Sooth'd all my Thoughts, like Seas without a Wind: 
Beyond the Force of Female Fire, thy Love 

Burnt to thy Friend, like the pure Flames above, 
But now, O dreadful Thought ! Etcrnal Night 

Has clos'd thy Eyes, and veil'd Thee from our Sight. 
Swell big with Grief my burſting Breaſt, by Death 
Sciz'd are the Chiefs, and ſtop'd their vital Breath, 
While ſhining Armour, ſcatter*d o'er the Plain, 
Inglorious lay, and ſpeak their Owners ſlain. 


Bur ſhall the Muſe in melting Strains deplore, 
An ancient Loſs, and paſs a Modern o'er ? 
Shall Saul and Jonathan eternal live, 
And all the Waſte of envious Time ſurvive, 
While WixsLow's Fate employs a ſilent Woe, 
And Death ſhall ſeize his Fame and Body too? 
No, live dear Youth, green with immortal Bays, 
And let ſucceſſive Years augment thy Praiſe. 
My ftreaming Eyes guſh plenteous o'er thy Hearſe, 
While thus I ſtrow the fading Honours of my Verſe : 
For who unmov'd can ſee thy lovely Limbs 
Stretch'd on the Ground, and dy'd with Purple Streams, 
While with loud Inſults dance the ſwarthy Crew 
About thy Corps, which when alive they flew ? 


O 


76 DAvip's El gy, paraphras'd. 


O might ſome Muſe, who ſhoots a lofty Wing, 
And gains the Height of Heav'n, thy Courage ſing; 
Whoſe Numbers equal the melodious Strains, 

In which the charming Philomel complains ; 

For e'er unſtrung ſhuuld be my artleſs Lyre, 
Unſkill'd my Hands to touch the warbling Wyre : 
Baut ſince the mighty Bards the Theme refuſe, 

| Accept what Friendſhip only can excuſe, 


A daring Vigour burnt within his Breaſt, 
Broke thro” his Eyes, and was by all confeſt; 
Not as the Flaſhes of a ſudden Light, 
þ But like a Fire which ſhines for ever bright: 
| Which bore him thro' the Midſt of charging Foes, 
And where a Flood of bluſhing Crimſon flows, 
And when fierce Troops urg'd thick on every Side, 
He ſpurn'd his Fate, and ſpread Deſtruction wide; 
Till in his Body lodg'd the fatal Lead, 
Beat down the Fort of Life, and left him dead, 
So, a fierce Lion, when in darted Show'rs 
A Storm of Jav'lins round his Body pours, 
Wz Foaming, he roars, and Laſhes quick his Main, 
{| I ben furious flys, and hills the Field with Slain ; 
Lill overcome by a Superiour Strength, 
He, falling on the Ground, projects his dreadful Length. 
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A Calm of Temper ſweet'ned all his Mind, 
Which breath'd a general Love to all Mankind; 


While 


To my honoured Father, &c. 77 


While Health, for ever blooming, fluſh'd his Looks, 
And Breeding heighten'd what he learn'd from Books, 
To all ſincere, to ſome diftinguiſh'd Few 

He liv'd the Friend, and the Companion too. 

Now loſt, perhaps, he lays unbury'd on 

The Pagan Plains, burnt by the blazing Sun; 

Ur if he's cover'd by the friendly Ground, 

'T was forc'd from thoſe who urg'd his deadly Wound: 
That Office never for his Friends deſign'd; 

No more to ſee his Face, nor Corps to move behind, 
Weep, O my Muſe ! ye wailing Virgins weep, 

In burſting Floods of Grief your Senſes ſteep, 

For ſnatch'd for ever from your wond'ring Eyes 

No more his faded Looks inſpire your Joys ; 

For him let all his Country guſh in Tears, 

Who dy'd deplor'd, amidſt his blooming Years, 
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XXIV. To my honoured Father on the Loſs 
of his Sight. 


oF Fes OW Heav*n has quench'd the vivid Orbs of 
A By which all Nature glitter'd to your Sight, 
And univerſal Darkneſs has o'er-ſpread 
The ſplendid Honours of your aged Head; 
Let Faith light up its ſtrong and piercing Eye, 
And in remoter Realms new Worlds deſcry : 
| Faith, 
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70. To my honoured Father, &c. 


Faith, which the Mind with fairer Glories falls 
Than human Sight to human Senſe reveals, 

See Jesvs, fitting on a flamy Throne, 

Whoſe piercing Beams the vailing Angels own ; 
While bowing Seraphs, bliſsful, clap their Wings, 
Ting'd with the Light that from his Preſence ſprings, 
You, who can touch the Strings to melting Airs, 
And with melodious Trills enchant our Ears, 
May, wing'd by Faith, to heavenly vocal Plains, 
In Fancy's Organ, drink ſublimer Strains: 

The Sounds, which Love and ſ:cred Joys inſpire, 
Which pour the Muſick from the raprur'd Choir. 
Tho”, now the Net is wove before your Sight, 
The Web, untolding ſoon, will give the Light : 
The viſual Rays will thro” the Pupil ſpring, 

And Nature in a fairer Landſkip bring. 

But, firſt your Frame muſt moulder in the Ground, 
Before the Light will kindle Worlds around ; 
Your precious Aſhes, ſow'd within the Glebe, 
Will teem with Licht, and purer Beams imbibe : 
Shut now from all theScenes of chearful Day, 
You ne' er will fee, *till JesuUs pours the Ray, 
And all the Pomp of Heav'n arcund diſplay. 

So, when a Stream has warbled thro' the Wood, 


Its limpid Boſom ſmooths and clears its Flood ; 
The rolling Mirrour deep imbibes the Stains 
Of heav'nly Saphyr, and impending Greens; 
Till thro” the Ground, in ſecret Channels led, 
It hides its Glories in the gloomy Bed: 
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On the Death of, &c. 79 


Till, op'ning thro? a wide and flow'ry Vale, 
Far fairer Scenes the purer Streams reveal, 


ee ee ADE AO IO ASI ADE. 
XXV. On the ſudden Death of Maſſieurs 
George and Nathan Howell, the only Chil- 
dren of Madam SEWALL, who were loft 
as they were ſeating on the Ice, January 


84%. 1727,8. 


6630 Elpomene, thou mournful Muſe, 
$6.11 N Thy ſerious Vein of Grief infuſe : 
DCA Ye Springs of Sorrow open wide, 

PEE Let every Eyeball pour its Tide, 

But chief, ye blooming Youth, lament 

And give your riſing Paſſions vent, 

For Death, who reſtleſs hunts for Prey, 


Has ſnatch'd a lovely Pair away. 


Two charming Youth in all their Bloom, 
The beauteous Product of one Womb, 
To try the flattering Ice deſign'd, 
Nor thought their Deſtiny to find. 
Joyful, methinks, I hear them ſay, 
How ſmooth the Waters ſhine to Day, 
O'er the bright Floor we'll rapid glide, | 232} 
Nor dread the under-moving Tide. | 
They went with Expectation fluſht, 
| By Fate's reſiſlleſs Vigour puſht : 
, Their 


80 On the ſudden Death of 


Their Eyes with ſparkling Spirits ſhine, 
Their heaving Vitals danc'd within, 
Their ſhining Irons on they tie, 

And o'er the flippery Surface fly: 

Nor driving Winds with ſwifter Bound 
Bruſh o'er the Surface of the Ground. 
Too far they run, too quick their Speed, 
To the dark Regions of the Dead. 

For ſoon the bending Glaſs confeſt 

Th' unequal Force by which *twas preſt: 
The trembling Youth their Danger ſee 
And ftrive, but ſtrive in vain to flee, 

To Heav'n they raiſe their dying Prayers, 
To Heav'n they cry with piteous Tears: 
Too late they pray, too late they weep, 
Hov'ring impendent o'er the Deep, 
But quickly reach the Goal of Death, 
And dropping thro” reſign their Breath. 
So when an Earthquake ſhakes a Town, 


And Nature's Works ſeem ſhudd'ring down, 


Th' Inhabitants with wild Affright, 

Out from their Houſes pour their Flight: 
The Streets amaz'd no leſs than they, 
Haſte from their quivering Feet to flee, 
Their rolling Eyes with Horror ſtare, 
Their Knees to Heav'n are bent in Prayer, 
In vain they cry, wide gape their Graves, 
A ſpringing Lake the City laves. 
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Madam SEWALL's rο Sons. 81 


O fatal Morn ! henceforth to Night 
Reſign thy ever-clouded Light, 
While Heaven a fable Covering wears, 
Let heavy Miſts diſtill in Tears. 
No more ye Froſts conſent to bind 
Ti” uncertain Stream diſpell'd by Wind $ 
Let fad Laments the Day deform, 
O'ercaſt by a relentleſs Storm. 


For you, dear Youth, in copious Streams, 
Your Mother laves your ftiffned Limbs ; 
Her matchleſs Grief no Bounds can know, 
But gufhes in an endleſs Flow, 
For You ſhe mourns, whoſe tender Youth, 
Whoſe lovely Form, and modeft Truth, 
And Cawning Virtues opening ſhone, 
The future Luſtre of the Town: 
But oh ! with Hopes elate, ſuppreſs 
The ſwelling Flood of your Diftreſs : 
See JEsUs, whoſe all-graſping Hand 
Holds up the Sea as well as Land, 
Receive their ſwift-departing Souls, 
Where ſtreaming Pleaſure ever roll:, 
See, where with Beams of circling Light, 
On Him they feed their raviſh'd Sight. 
And now, forever, ever drown'd, 
Sink in a Sea without a Bound. 
Oh happy ! reſcu'd from the Cares, 


The numerous Woes and horrid Fears, 
G | Which 
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Which ſpread this ever-gloomy Scene, 
This Pilgrims ill-attended Inn. 


Ir wary Youth forever flee 
The glittering Cover of the Sea, 

Leſt, burſting thro', the riſing Waves 
Should wrap you in your ſudden Graves; 
And ſwelling Eyes ſhould, guſhing, mourn 
Your too, too fatal cruel Urn. 
Hear Jesus ſpeak, dwell on his Voice, 
Him make your wiſe and early Choice 
To him adhere, whoſe heavenly Rules, 
Will fave you from the Snare of Fools : 
To him, whoſe precious pouring Blood, 
Will waſh you with its healing Flood, 
And cleanſe you from your youthful Stains, 
The fainter Dye of leſter Sins. 

He will your nake.| Spirits dreßs, 

In fadeleſs Robes of ſpotleſs Grace : 

Will light a Spark of ſacred Fire, 

A glowing Flame of fierce Defire, 

Which in your mounting Souls will blaze, 
And brighten Heaven with endleſs Rays. 
'Then, when the flying Shafts of Death, 
Shall ſtop your quick- ſucceeding Breath, 
Swiftly you'l wing your lucid Way, 
To ſhining Realms of endleſs Day. 
With beamy Crowns adore your King, 


And Love will teach you how to ſing; 
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While rolling Hours will rapid run, 
In Joys immortal ſtill begun, 


I DC LD IDES 

XXVI. On the Death of the late Reverend 
and Learned Dr. CorTon MATHER, 
February 13. 1727, l. 

be E T others ſing the Hero or the Field, 

827 1 The glitt'ring Helmet, or the blazing Shield; 

1 The freaming Blood which dies the crimſon 

Plain, 

When ftrow'd in wild Diſorder lay the Slain ; 

My Muſe to higher Glories winds her Strings, 

Her Theme a Subject of the King of Kings. 

'Tis Thee, O boundleſs JEsUs, whom I praiſe, 

And from thy Servant ſtrike Thee back Thy Rays; 

No mean Attempt will ſuit my tuneſul Lyre, 

While Mather trembles o'er the ſpeaking Wire. 


GREAT Mather's gone, and ſhot his ſhining way $ 
Into the lighten'd Realms of pureſt Day. - 
I ſaw his flaming Chariot upward hard, 3 
Beyond the Limits of the lower World. 

See, how the Angels ſtrow his Way along, 

Hear the ſweet Warblings of each artful Song 
The ruſhing Light pours from the opening Skies, 
And JEsus dawns upon his raviſh'd Eyes. | 
The heavenly Troops crowd with obedient Haſte, . 


And to his glorious Sovereign lead their Gueſt : 
G 2 While 


. 


's 
- 


= i + 
— — 
| 1 
* 
| * 
* 2 


84 On the Death of 


While, ſhouting in the Muſick of one Voice, 

They ſing his Entrance with Seraphick Joys. 

But who can tell what endleſs Torrents roll 

Of Bliſs immortal, on his raviſh'd Soul ? 

No Thought can reach, no Tongue their Height expreſs, 
To ſtrive to paint them would but make them leſs. 


Ax p now ray Muſe, from Heav'n to Earth deſcend, 
And with the general Grief thy Sorrows blend : 
See, how the Tears ſtart freſh from num'rous Eyes, 
And all the Man to female Softneſs dies. 

Ah Father! Why fo ſudden was thy Flight? 

Thy ſetting Day has left a Veil of Night ; 

A dark Eclipſe hangs hov'ring o'er the Land, 

And Juſtice ſeems to ſhake her threat'ning Hand. 
Depriv'd of thee, what fluming Bolts will ſnow' r, 
What Storms of rapid Vengeance downward pour * 
No more thy Prayers like flaming Incenſe riſe, 

T' appeaſe th' Almighty Sovereign of the Skies: 
But ftill thy fragrant Memory ſurvives, 

Tho? fled the Saint, the bright Example lives. 


Say Muſe, how great the Compaſs of his Mind, 
Like a vaſt Ocean deep, and unconfin'd 
Or like a River gliding o'er the Plain, 
Deep and ſerene, which heav'nly Colours ſtain. 
What num'rous Authors, in his Boſom ſtor'd, 
Liv'd in his Memory, and grac'd each golden Word ? 


ſs, 


d, 


As 
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As Jſrael's Temple glow'd with Opher's Beams, 

So blaz'd his Soul, enrich'd with Pagan Gems: 

Or as the Bee from Flow'r to Flow?r extracts 

The Deus of Honey to adorn his Wax; 

So he, from all the Learning of the Eaſt, 

Stor'd up the ſweeteſt Treaſures in his Breaſt. 

How valt his deep Projections, which embrac'd 

Far diſtant Realms, and circl'd the Diftreſt ? 

So widely uſeful his extended Sphere 

Graſp'd all that Heav'n could re. or future nnn 
fear. 

So ſpread the Fiſhing- Tribe thy 3 Net, 

In which the ſcaly Swarms ban meet. 


WHAT numerous Volumes, ſcatter'd from bis Hand, 
Lizhten'd his own, and warm'd each foreign Land ? 
What pious Breathings of a glowing Soul 
Live in each Page, and animate the whole? 

The Breath of Heav*n the ſavory Pages ſhow, 
As we Arabia from its Spices know. 

The Beauties of his Stile are careleſs ſtrow'd, 
And Learning with a liberal Hand beſtow'd: 
So, on the Field of Heav'n, the Seeds of Fire 
Thick-ſown, but careleſs, all the Wiſe admire. 


How many Pleaſures dwelt upon his Tongue, 
On which tranſported Myriads eager hung? 
With Reading fraught, and tipp'd with ſacred Fire, 


"I noble Paſſions did it's Sounds inſpire, 
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When from the Deſk the glowing Audience felt 
The ſacred Rage with which his Boſom ſwell'd ? 
How did the Tears from melting Sinners flow, 

And Terrors fit upon each guilty Brow ? 

The Thunders burnt to launch out from his Hand, 
Nor could their Flames the impious Scorner ſtand ; 
While milder Accents;.and more tender Arts, 
Infus'd the healing Balm o'er wounded: Hearts, 
But Jesvs moſt, inſpir'd his noble Flights, 

And rais'd the Audience to etherial Heights: 
Warm'd every Word, and painted all his Rage, 
And all h's Charms our conquer'd Hearts engage: 
Jesvs, thro? all his various Works did fhine, 

The Name of Jesvs glitter'd in each Line. 

If ſimple Shepherds make the wounded: Frees 
Conſeſs the Name of her who ſeems their Bliſs ; 
Mather, O Jesvs ! with thy nobler Name, 
Might juſtly grace his Tongue, and feed a nobler F lame, 
When Mather ſpoke, he hung each ſilent Ear. 
Or gain'd the Smile, or ſpread a ſerious Air; 

With deep Inſtruction ting'd the virtuous Mind, 
Scatter d our Sorrows, and our Jays refin'd : 
Kindl'd our Thirſt for Learning's ſacred Springs, 
Rais'd up new Fields, and clear'd ſublimer Things. 
His Speech was like the Rain which plenteous pours, 
Our Ears the Field, to drink the dewy Show'rs. | 


WHAT various Virtues; widening in his Mind, 
Inform'd each Word, ati i in his Actions ſhin'd? 
Ambitious, 
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Ambitious, active, tow'ring was his Soul, 

But flaming Piety inſpir'd the Whole. 

Time, gliding downward in a haſty Stream, 

Was never troubled, but was clear'd by him; 

His various Work its faithful Mirrour ſhows, 
Rear'd on its Banks, and pictures as it flows. 
Thoſe numerous Monuments, which ſtill will ſhine. 
Reflected by the Stream of lateſt Time. 


H1s callous Knees, ſo often bent in Prayers, 
Proclaim'd his Faſts, his Cheeks the wearing Tears. 


His Love, which drew from Heav'a its kindled Blaze, 


Scatter'd to human Kind impartial Rays. 

This noble Flame his waſting T aper ſpent, 

Blaz'd moſt at Death, on higher Projects bent. 

Happy, tho' dim with Tears, who round his Bed 
Receiv'd his Swan-like Song, and on his Councels fed: 
Triumphant, thence he bore his God-like Way, 

While to deſcending Tears he left his Clay. 


Farn would the Muſe diſplay the wondraus Saint, 
In laſting Colours, and unfading Paint; 
The Siſter-Graces ſhould the Picture crown, 
And ev*n the Shades be worthy him alone. 
If Spots in Phœbus ſhade upon the Sight, 
Thoſe very Spots are drown'd in greater Light. 
But now he's gone, and left his Veil below, 
Clar are his Beams, nor ſtain'd with Darkneſs glow. 
So, when Elijah, tow'ring from the Sight, 
Wich fiery Courſers, * to Fields of Light; 
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His ſhady Mantle trembled in the Air, 

Attending Angels blaze around his Carr, 

The Beams of Glory circle round his Head, 

And heavenly- tinctur'd Garments o'er him ſpread ; 
'Till, borne above the Stars, the riling Skies 
Diffuſe their pitur'd Scenes upon his Eyes: 
Tranſported now, ſeraphic Paſſions glow, 

And all the Shades of Weakneſs fink below. 
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XXVII. A Conſolatory Letter to a near Re- 
lative on the Death of his Conſort, July 2. 


1733. 


OR you, dear Sir, the Muſe, unus'd to ſing, 
F 285 With artleſs Fingers bends the ſolemn String, 


bebo And fain would to her lov'd Retreat retire, 
: If Grief had not unſtrung your tuneful Lyre. 


You beſt could tell to bind the liſt'ning Ear, 

To melt the Heart, and raiſe the falling Tear; 
And make the Publick, raviſh'd with your Lays, 
Or Katherine to weep, or you to praiſe : 

But Nature, much too buſy in your Strain, 
Would raiſe the Bard, but give the Mourner Pain: 
Touch'd with the lively Image of your Grief 
You'd die by what you drew for your Relief. | 
Pardon, if much, yet leſs concern'd I tell 


A Loſs whoſe Fulneſs only you can feel. 
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Perhaps the Meaſures of my friendly Muſe 
May thro? your penſive Mind ſome Joy diffuſe ; 


And make thoſe Sorrows, which no Words can paint, 


Retire before the Glories of the Saint. 


THe tender Partner, from your Boſom torn, 
Is to ſequeſter'd Vales, and lonely Silence borne : 
Her cloſed Lids exclude the grateful Day, 

Nor more her Cheeks the crimſon Stain diſplay. 
Pale are her Lips, nor now the Purple Flood 
Diftends her Veins, nor winds the mazy Road. 
Still are her Limbs, her beating Heart no more 
Receives, or gives the ever-circling Store 

An Icy Coldneſs hangs upon her Breaſt, 

Nor can her Strains our liſtning Ears arreſt. 

Once gay with Life, within the Tomb embrac'd, 
The buſy Worms devour the crumbling Guelt ; 
Wrapt in the Curtains of a ſolid Night, 

No more a Joy but Horror to the Sight. 

She, who could raiſe our Joys, or charm our Ears, 
Receives the gliding Current of our Tears ; 
Which, to her ever-pleafting Mem'ry juſt, 

Fall from our Eyes, and mingle with her Duſt. 


THe ſlow, the cruel Power of a Diſcaſe, 
Has given the kindeſt Charmer a Releaſ: : 
Rude was the Wound, too piercing to the Sight, 
When with her every Pleaſure took its Flight. 
She's gone, and left the mouldring Clay behind, 
By Death's inexorable Guard confia'd ; 
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But living Laurels, in a laſting Green, 
Shall ſhade her Hearſe, and deck the ſolemn Scene. 
Her Virtues break the Horrors of the Tomb, 


And pierce, with pleaſing Light, the ſullen Gloom. 


Oh ! might theſe Virtues ſung, nor ſung in vain, 
Aſſwage your Sorrows, and ſuſpend your Pain. 


LARGE without Bounds, too pure for any Art, 
What Goodneſs widen'd in her glowing Heart ? 
Soft were her Words, and gentle was her Mind, 
Her Air was cheerful, and her Looks were kind : 
In every Air and Motion of her Mein 
The Wife, the Mother, and the Friend were ſeen. 
Deep in her Heart your Image you might trace, 
Your Joy and Sorrow varied on her Face : 

Such Love, ſuch fond Reſpect, and Care to pleaſe, 
If Love could err, was loving to Exceſs. 
Serenely meek, and in a Calm poſſeſt, 

No Storm of Paſſion rudely rais'd her Breaſt ; 
Even Anger loſt its Rage, unus'd to meet 

Such kind Reſiſtance, and a Voice ſo ſweet : 

And after vain Attempts, her Mind to reach, 
Smil'd at her Looks, and melted at her Speech. 


*Twas Charity, her darling Virtue, ſhone 
Superiour in her Mind, tho” not alone; 
For there, fair Modeſty, thy humbler Aid 
Heighten'd the Virtues which it ſtrove to ſhade : 
And Truth, that Heav'nly Daughter of the Skies, 
Dwelt in her Heart, and ſhone within her Eyes, 


Na 
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No Secret cou'd eſcape (too ſure confin'd) 

The watchful Guard of her unbended Mind: 
Wiſe to conceal, or ſpeak the Faults ſhe knew, 
She only to our Benefit was true : 
Reproof, in all its gentle Force diſplay'd, 

Of her ſoft Temper bleſt the friendly Aid. 


Nox were theſe Virtues doom'd to be config'd. 
To low Ideas, and a grov'lling Mind; | 
But Art and Elegance, to Nature true, 

Touch'd into Life the Lines which Nature drew. 
Her ready Pen, to What ſhe once eſſay'd, 

In ſoften'd Lights the juſteſt Thoughts diſplay'd; 
On the ſmooth Current of each gentle Line, 
Shone the fair Image of the Soul within. 

Thus, bright and good, to yours ker Soul ally'd, 
Became at once its Pleaſure and its Pride : | 
So, round the ſpreading Oak the Ivy bends, 1 
And graces with its Green, while that defends. iy 
But Death, too ſudden, ſtepping in between, _ 
Has drawn a fable Curtain o'er the Scene, 


Bur leave, ah! l:ave the Chambers of the Dead, 
The ſolemn Silence and impending Shade ; OE 
Nor let the crowding Tears too fondly pour, 

Leſt Life departing, mingle with the Shower: 
To wider Fields and brighter Proſpects riſe, ws 
And trace th' aſpiring Saint into the Skies, 
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SEE, where upon Seraphic Wing:, ſhe bears 
Her wond*ring Progreſs thro? the circling Stars, 
Which, ſoon below th* Ambition of her Flight, 
Sink into Diſtance, and eſcape her Sight. 

Now, far beyond the Verge of rolling Spheres, 
Th' immortal Muſick iteals upon her Ears; 
Which, melting from ſublimer Seraphs Tongues, 
M<clodious warbles in enchanting Songs: 

Around her Sight the Saints and Angels blaze, 
While Jeſus centres all their circling Rays. 

High o'er his burning Throne, his Glories riſe, 
And with ſuperiour Day diffuſe the Skies : 

As crown'd with vivid Stars, the radiant Sun 
Shines more than they, and ſeems to ſhine alone, 


Bur here, my Muſe, check thine ambitious Courſe, 
Thy Tho'ts want Vigour, and thy Words want Force; 
Not the diviner Touch of heav*nly Strings 
For ſuch vaſt Glories equal Muſick brings: 

What Joys, what Raptures fire her conſcious Breaſt, 
Can only be explain'd by being bleſt. 

Nor long ſhall Death it's wealthy Spoils retain, 

Th? obedient Duſt ſhall ſon revive again; 

And brighter Colours fairer Cheeks deſtain. 


For now, deſcend, and ſee the teaming Ground, 


With Life inſpir*d, obey the final Sound: 


Whoſe dreadful Muſick, pour'd upon the Dead, 
Shall break the Sleep and Silence of the Shade: 
5 j Swift, 
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Swift, as the livid Streaks of Lightning glance, 
The ready Duſt ſhall into Life advance. 

'Tis then, ſuſpended by the quickning Strain, 
Her willing Atoms ſhall unite again ; 

Warm with diviner Charms the Saint ſhall riſe, 
And open all her Luftre thro” the Skies. 

Not the laſt Labours of the ſuffering World, 
Nor melting Spheres into Confuſion hurl'd ; 
The ruddy Flames aſpiring from below, 

The Looks of Horror, and the Shrieks of Woe ; 
Not all the dreadful Glories of that Day 

Shall pall her ſtedfaſt Mind, nor ftrike Diſmay : 
Safe, o'er the Ruins of the glowing Scene, 

The Saint ſhall triumph, and exult within, 

Let theſe fair Glories, breaking from the Skies, 
Diffuſe the Sl:alows of your ſwimming Eyes; 
Nor let the ſtreaming Tears be bold to flow, 
Nor ſtain ſuch Glories with the Signs of Woe, 
True to your Grief, unequal to her Joy, 

Nut this can pleaſe ſo much as that annoy ; 
Your partial Eyes upon the Picture laid, 

Fall from the Life, and faſten on the Shade : 
But all to one full Point of Viſton brought, 
Would diſſipate each fond complaining Thought, 
Sure in cæleſtial Cheeks could Bluſhes glow, 
Thoſe Bluſhes would confeſs our cauſleſs Woe : 
Vain are the Fears, and vain the penſive Groan, 
Which mourn another's Death, and add our own, 


Nor 
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Nor ſo the heav'nly Viſions of the Bleſt, 
They ſink our Sorrows, and they ſooth our Breaſt ; 
Our Paſſions heighten, and our Joys inſpire, 

And light us with the ſame Etherial Fire. 

When the laſt Morn ſhall ſtreak the golden Day, 
Then Death's dark Shadows ſhall diſperſe away; 
Conſider then, with various Paſſions toſt, 

The Saint poſſeſſes what the Friend has loſt : 
Remov'd from deſart Plains, and gloomy Groves, 
In fairer Fields of boundleſs Bliſs ſhe roves. 


So, gentle Rills, which narrow Channels bind, 
Thro' lonely Glades their weeping Riv'lets wind, 
*Till, meeting with a Stream's impetuous Courſe, 
They join their Currents, and improve their Force : 
Now op'ning thro' a large luxuriant Plain, 
They draw the liquid Mazes of their Train ; 
While riſing Flowers confine the ſhining Crowd, 
And ſtain the Boſom of the Silver Flood. | 
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XXVIII. To the Rev. Myr. TURELL, on the ff 
Death of his vertuous Conſort, Daughter 
to the Rev. Dr. Col MAN. Mar. 26. 1735. 


added HY hangs ſuch Sorrow on your penſive Brow, 
2055 . 8 Say Turell, why the Tears fo freely flow? 


D If you lament the lovely Partner fled, 


In vain you heave the Sighs, or Rivers ſhed. 
The 
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The Darts of Death within her Boſom deep 
Have urg'd the fatal Wound, and fix'd the laſting Sleep» 


Th' impartial Tyrant round his Arrows throws, 
Nor heeds our Pray'rs, nor melts before our Vows, 
The Charms of Beauty wither from his Hands, 
As fades a Flower, and to a Tempeſt bends. 
Nor Eloquence can ſooth, nor Virtue awe, 
Nor Force repell the Power of Nature's Law, 
To Limits fix'd, our deſtin'd Courſe we bend, 
And with reſiſtleſs Haſte to Death's pale Empire tend, 
From Scene to Scene our ſhifting Moments go, 
And then return the Ground the Duſt we owe. 
As glides the pictur'd Dream before our Sight, 
Wing'd with the fleeting Shadows of the Night, 
So borne upon the quick ſucceeding Hours 
We drop in Death, and drink ſurviving Showers, 
Adown our Cheeks th* unwearied Currents ſhed 
Can ne'er revive, but may increaſe the Dead, 
5, Had you the Lyre of Orpheus, which could move 
The quickned Stones, and each attentive Grove; 
he Or could you flow in ſuch a moving Strain 
or As Turell warbled to the liſtning Plain; 
6. In vain the tender Plaints would charm her Ears, 
Bound to the breathing Conſort of the Spheres. 
W, & Who would the doubtful Maze of Life repeat, 
Where flecting Scenes the guilded Fancy cheat ? 
Where Cares and Sorrows cirele thro* our Years, 
While future Evils riſe before our Fears? 
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And feel the Fires of heavenly Rapture die, 
And blot with Tears the Viſions of the dky ? 
None that had taſted of ſublimer Springs, 

Could feel a Thirſt for theſe inferiour Things, 
As who a Lawn, diſtinct with filver Rills, 
Wou'd change for burning Sands, or broken Hills ? 
Or in the Covert of a lonely Cell 

From all the beauteous Realms of Phœbus Steal; 
When ſmiling Proſpects and unfading Greens 
Courted his Sight with their enamell'd Scenes, 
And all the Arch of Heaven's expanded Sky 
Burnt with unnumber'd Glories to his Eye ? 
Thro' Deatl''s dark Valley, winding out her Way, 
The Saint has open'd to a Blaze of Day. 

The Shades, now nearer, hang upon your Sight, 
But ſtill they border on eternal Light, 

So when the gathering Clouds the Skies deform 
The Air is dark, and Nature wears the Storm, 
While all above is ſpread a ſmooth Serene, 

And ting'd with Light the gilded Vapours ſhine, 
Let not theſe Glories which ſhould bring Relief 
Expire in Shades, and fade in Floods of Grief, 
But while the Skies th' aſpiring Spirit claim, 
Behold her Picture and enjoy her Name. 


NATURE had ſhed upon her ample Mind 
It's various Gifts, which Art had well refin'd. 
In her, paternal Touches you might trace 
To ſhape her Mind, and form each future Grace: 


And 
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And ſoon her Virtues into Proſpect rais'd 

The Father's Care, but moſt the Gon confeſs'd. 
He ſmooth'd her Strains, and tun'd her ſacred Lyre, 
And breath'd within her Soul Seraphick Fire. 

Even now, the flowing Numbers left behind. 
Reflect the Features of her vertuous Mind. 

Nor yet of all the Nymphs that grace the Plain, 
Has one appear'd to ſing ſo ſweet a Strain, 

But moſt, Devotion did its Power diffuſe, 

Soul of her Soul, the Spirit of her Muſe. 

Of all her heavenly Tempers this was chicf, 

Liv'd in her Heart, and liv'd within her Life. 
Witneſs her Cloſet, whence her glowing Prayers, 
Wing'd with celeſtial Vigour, reach'd her Father's Ears. 
There Gord vouchſaf'd to be her frequent Gueſt, 
And ſunk in Calms the Tumults of her Breaſt. 
Happy, when thus retir'd from humane Eyes, 

New Scenes of Glory open'd from the Sk ies. 


FREE from Ambition ſhe de ſpis'd the Charms 
Of! tempting Riches, circled in its Arms; 
But lov'd the Silence of the rural Scenes, 
An oft would rove amidſt th* embroider'd Greens; 
Where Zephyrs fann'd her with their cooling Wings, 
And Birds in Conſort ſuns with murmuring Springs. 
There She could move thro' Nature's artful Maze, 
And contemplate on what the Simple gaze. 
Ah fade ye Greens ! and weep ye gliding Rills ! 
Droop all ye Flow'rs! in Vapours riſe ye Hills! 
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Ve Zephyrs into mourning Murmurs turn, 
And gather Clouds of Tears for Turell's Urn! 


THE tender Tyes of nupt:al Life She grac'd, 
And all the Mother to the Child expreſs'd : 
The beſt of Daughters in her Carriage ſhone, 
She felt the Friend, and charm'd the weeping Town, 
Few were her Words, but choſe and weighty too, 
We could not blame, but griev'd they were ſo few. 
A ſteady Wiſdom led her cautious Life, 
Conceal'd the Whiſper, and forbid the Strife. 
Deep Contemplation ting'd her ſerious Mind, 
Broke thro' her Eyes, and in her Aſpect ſhin'd, 
Nor did her ſtedfaſt Virtue e' er refuſe 
In gayer Hours her graver Thoughts to loſe ; 
Nor Wit to lend its Aid to Innocence, 
To raiſe our Pleaſure, and to point her Senſe. 
Politely read, what various Books ſhe knew ? 
Which on her Mind unfading Traces drew. 
Nor was She vain, nor ſtain'd with thoſe Neglects 
In which too learned Females loſe their Sex, 
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Bur now, ah ! now, the heavy Shades of Night 
Have ſeal'd her Eyes, and ſunk her from our Sight. 
Th' Etherial Picture has forſook our Eyes, 

To gain the perfect Touch within the Skies. 
There all the Shadows will appear below, 
But all above the heightned Features glow. 
Nor could the fainter Light our Sphere imparts 
Reveal the Beauties which the Draught aſſerts, 
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Now, in a proper Point of Viſion plac'd, 
The kindled Graces are to Life expreſs'd. 


Falx would the Muſe her plaintive Numbers ceaſe, 
And loſe her Sorrows in theſe Realms of Bliſs, 
But TAxLOR f calls me downward, and demands 
Tears from my Eyes, and Cypreſs from my Hands, 
Snatch'd in a ſudden Shade, She gave her Breath, 
And all her Boſom wears the Dews of Death. 
Nipt in the beauteous Bloom of Youth She lies 
A faded Flower, bedew'd by numerous Eyes. 
O could our Tears revive ſo fair a Flower, 
Sure every Eye would ſpring the quick*ning Show'r. 
Sure you would weep, ye tender Offspring! too; 
But Years forbid the Stream to Nature due. 
But moſt the recent Babe, too ſoon deny'd 
The Boſom, whence he drew the vital Tide. 


An ! why ye Bards ! is Taylor's hapleſs Herſe 
Undeck'd with Garlands of unfading Verſe ! 
She lov*d your Strains ; your ſpringing Bays would riſe, 
Green with the falling Show'rs of friendly Eyes. 
Fair was her Face, but fairer was her Mind, 
Where all the Muſes, all the Graces join'd. 


t Mrs. Elizabeth Taylor, the lovely Conſort of the 
Rev. Mr, John Taylor, Paſtor of the Church in 
Milton, and Daughter of the late Rev. Mr. Na- 
thanael Rogers of Portſmouth in New: Hampſhire, 
died April 16. 1735, three Weeks after Mrs. 
Turell, and alike eſteemed and lamented by all that 


knew her. 
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For tender Paſſions turn'd, and ſoft to pleaſe, 
With all the graceful Negligence of Eaſe. 
Her Soul was form'd for nicer Arts of Life, | 
To ſhew the Friend, but moſt to grace the Wife. 
O had kind Heaven her longer Glories lent, ] 
And ſpar'd the plaintive Tears which now are ſpent |! 
And may theſe Numbers dying o'er her Urn, | 
Excite ſome ſofter Muſe her Fate to mourn. 

If Nature ſhould forbid the Power to praiſe, 

Even Sorrow might create the melting Lays. 


An ! die ye Roſes in each ſaded Fair 
Let in each Eye-lid hang the pearly Tear ; 
For drooping now, ſequeſter'd Shades impend 8 
The boaſted Flow'rs, that open'd on the Land. U 
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YE riſing Laurels flouriſh in a Shade, 
And with protecting Greens embrace the Dead 
While Joys immortal widen in their Breaſt. 5 
And heavenly Viſions charm the Strangers BI-ft, . 
Tho' now the Tears demand to leave our Eyes, 1 
We ſoon ſhall ſee the fair Immortals riſe, 
And with new Figures grace the wond'ring Skies, 
The piercing Trump ſhall wake up every Charm, 7 
And bid their Spirits their cold Aſhes warm. 0 
While heightned into Form by Heavenly Art, T 
Their finiſh'd Features fiercer Fires will dart. a 
Before the vivid Glory of their Frames, 0 
The Sun it ſelf ſhall fade in paler Flames, T 
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O let theſe Saints inſpire to tread the Way, 
That leads and opens to fo bright a Day. 
Be ſunk ye fading Scenes ! ye Heavenly riſe! 
[ct every Boſom burn to gain the Skies |! 
Ye Clouds of Sorrow |! ſcatter all away, 
| JF And let the Purple Skies diffuſe the ſmiling Day. 
ah! ſhould our Eyes be dim with burſting Tears, 
WhenHeaven's ſurroundingLandſkip ſpreads on Theirs * 
What mean the Murmurs of our penſive Moan ? 
Hear Their melodious Muſic warble down ; 
While all the Rivers of their Joy upbraid 
thoſe Tears which only for our Selves are ſhed. 
their ſnowy Robes, which drink celeſtial Light, 
Should thro? the Shades of Mourning ftrike our Sight. 
If we behold the melted Weepers nigh ; 
The circling Seraphs ſparkle on their Eye : 
and JEsus in ſublimer Charms confeſs'd, 
Diſpenſes all his Fires to warm their Breaſt, 
Here, Bodies moulder in a narrow Tomb, 
There, boundleſsEmpires riſe, and Fields of Glory bloom 


Bur if the Showers of Sorrow muſt deſcend, 
Let pious Tears our Penitence attend, 
he precious Drops like pearly Seed be {own, 
Till in the golden Fields of Zion grown, * 
The Harveſt ſhall ariſe in Heavenly Light, 
And all diſtinguiſh'd wave upon the Sight. 
50 when the ſpreading Clouds their Tears beſtow, 


The blooming Iris bends her varied Bow, 
i H 3 The 
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The falling Drops with living Colours dies, 
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Whoſe envious Shades his Beauties would conceal, 


And every Glory glitters thro” the Skies; 
While iſſuing Phoebus paints the ſable Veil, 
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ede HE Secrets Gop revealed to His So x, 
iT 88 — 1 His 2 ſent the ſame oY 
988888805 at future Wonders might to e 
WII known : , 

His Breaſt, forever faithful to retain 

The Things he ſaw, his Writings to explain. 

Bleſt are the Eyes that read, the Ears that hear, 

The vaſt Events which haften to appear ; 


But moſt of all, whoſe Actions ſpeak them near, | 
H 4 To 
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To Aſia's Siſter-Churches, which are ſeen 
In ſev'n fair Cities, bordering on the Main, 
The favour'd John, the ſacred Charge direQs, 
And all his Wiſhes ſhow his dear Reſpeas. 
Let Heav'n's deſcending Grace each Soul refine, 
And Peace, with all its Calms and Pleaſures, join, 
By Gop beſtow'd; whom Years Eternal crown; 
From all the ſeven Honours of the Throne ; 
And JEsus too, whoſe Witneſs, ever true, 
Has ſhewn celeſtial Things to human View. 
Who firſt forſook the Manſions of the Dead, 
And, King of Kings, His mighty Power is ſpread : 
Let Him, whoſe Heart, for ever fill'd with Love, 
Flow'd in a Stream which did our Sins remove; 
(In Purple waſh'd, our ſnowy Garments ſhine, 
And all the King and Prieſt exults within ; 
The beamy Crown confirm'd upon our Head, 
While fuming Incenſe from our Prayers is ſpread, ) 
Let Him for ever hold his ample Reign, 
While Glory warbles in each heavenly Strain; 
And let the wide Creation ſay Amen. 


J BRERHOL p, the Clouds prepare His ſplendid Throne, 
[ And all the Go b in awful Pomp is ſhown |! 

© The Saviour is beheld by all around, 

But moft by thoſe who-pierc'd the fatal Wound, 
Now they are ſtruck with an illuſtrious Light, 

And feed thro* Clouds of Tears their anxious Sight - 


A 
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A thouſand. Tribes before His Aſpect fail, 

And all the guilty World too late bewail; 
Let loud Amens His ſhouted Juſtice tell. 

Nor Ages yet unborn can end His Name, 
Who Preſent, Paſt, and Future is the ſame, 
Omnipotent, He mocks the Rage of Time ; 
And all the Frames of Nature hang on Him : 
His mighty Hand the riſing Worlds begun, 
And dying, at his Word, His Power ſhall own, 


I John, your Brother in Belief and Tears, A 
Whom all the Church oppreſt with all its Cares, - 
Baniſh'd, no more to ſpread the Sauiour's Reign, 
The Sea-ſurrounded Patmos did retain ; 

When lo] upon His ſacred Day inſpir'd, 
Voice as winding thro' a Trump I heard; 
Ine Alpha and Omega ſudden ſpoke, 

Let all your Viſions grace a laſting Book, 
And let the awiul Pages ſent abroad 

To Aſia's Churches, ſhew the ſpeaking Gop. 


As, all amaz'd, I wou'd the Voice deſcry, 

adden Viſion roſe before my Eye; 
| At once I turn'd, and glittering to the Sight 

Seven golden Candleſticks diſplay'd their Light; 
While, in the midſt, a Likeneſs was reveal'd 
To Him, who in the Fleſh, the Gop conceal'd. 
Down to His Feet there flow'd a Silver Veſt, 
A Golden Girdle burnt around his Breaſt: 
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The Majcſty of Years adorn'd His Head, 

His white deſcending Locks were graceful ſpread ; 
So fair the Lillie-Honours down did flow 

That Wool was dark, and yellow was the Snow. 
His Eyes, which heav'nly Glories did inſpire, 

| For ever flam'd with quick-emitted Fire : 
Even Brals refin'd, and in a Furnace bright, 
Glow'd fainter than His ever-radiant Feet. 

Strong was his Voice, and, loſt within the Sound, 
The Noiſe and Tumults of the Waves were drown'd, 
From His right Hand there ſparkl'd on the Eye 
Seven ſhining Stars, like thoſe within the Sky. 
Keen from His Mouth a flaming Sword was drawn, 
And fiery Lightnings on its Edges ran. 

Nor cou'd the Sun, in its Meridian Power, 

a Shine like his Face, or dart ſo fierce a Shower. 


; Amaz'p, I ſaw, but fear'd to look again, 
And faded into Death before the Scene: 

L Cold at His Feet I lay, but ſoon reviv'd, 

| And felt his quick'ning Hand, and riſing liv'd. 
His Voice again awak'd my trembling Ears, 

& Th Eternal Power ſcatter'd all my Fears; 
Behold ! Immortal now I leave my Grave, 

: Whoſe Wounds the bleeding Satisfaction gave; 
| Secure in Life, with endleſs Vigour crown'd : 
| And let applauding Angels ſhout around. 

| See, in My Hand, the Keys which open wide 
| The gloomy Manſions of the wafting Dead ; 
4 An 
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And all the Scenes of Heav'n, or Woes of Hell, 
Can at My Pleaſure cloſe, or elſe reveal. 
Declare to coming Ages all the Sight ; 

The Paſt, the Preſent, and the Future write; 
The ſeven glitt'ring Stars thou didſt behold, 

And all the Candlefticks which burnt in Gold. 
By Stars, the Angels, Paſtors are expreſt, 

Which ſhine by Me, and ſhine above the reſt : 
While in each Candleſtick the Figures live 

Of all thoſe Churches, which their Light receive. 


CHAP. IL 


$2 Rom Him, who gives the glitt'ring Stars their 
3 F 38 Name, 

989% Whoſe golden Candleſticks aroundHim flame: 
Seen in the midſt, Who walks and weighs the Lights, 
The lov'd Apoſtle, thus receiving, writes. 

The ſhining Actions labour'd from thy Soul, 

And all the Patience which inſpires the Whole, 
While all the Wicked tremble from thy Sight 

Long have 1 ſeen, nor ſeen without Delight. 

Not the falſe Prophets, with their artful Lies, 

Can ſhun the Search of thy diſcerning Eyes, 

But ſtand diſclos'd, with all their dark Diſguiſe. 

Fix'd by My Name, by My Example fir'd. 

The Suff'ring- Crown what Numbers have defir'd ? 

E Duagaaunted 
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Undaunted thou haſt ſtood the martial Ground 
While all thy impious Foes have fled around. 


YET, ſhou'd My Sentence give a perfect Teſt, 
When thy firſt Love has cool'd within thy Breaſt ? 
High in My Favour, view'd by wond'ring Eyes, 
Shall now thy low Deſcent as much ſurprize. 
View whence deſcended, view with ſtreaming Tears ; 
Nor now thy former Piety appears. 

Quicken thy noble Progreſs, and revive 
That faint Religion which but ſeems to live ; 
Leaſt, dim thy Glory, and thy Light deny'd, 
Thy Candleſtick ſequeſter'd Shadows hide. 
Yet, that the hated Deeds thou doſt diſown 
Of Nicolaus, ſtill remains thy Crown, 


LE him, whoſe Ears to wiſe Inſtruction bend, 
The Spirit's Warning to the Church attend ; 
Who his fierce Paſſions and his Crimes ſubdues, 
And all triumphant views his vanquiſh'd Foes, 


On him, in Paradiſe, the Tree of Life 
Shall pour its Fruit, and ſpread each verdant Leaf; 


Which riſing in the midſt of Heav'n is ſeen : 
Its Branches laden, and unchang'd its Green. 


To Smyrna's Angel writes the Fir/t and Laft, 
Who once was dead, but living is confelt ; 
Thy Works, thy Poverty, and Grief I know, 
(Tno' thou art fraught with inward Riches too) 


The 
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The Blaſphemy of thoſe whom Satan leads, 
Jews in Pretence, but his in all their Deeds. 
The impious Synagogues in vain unite, 
Their Prayers are Form, and all their Zeal is Spite ; 
Nor all their Tortures, nor their Priſons fear 

Which try your Faith, but, dying, perſevere : 

Be faithful, and a Crown ſhall grace thy Head; 
Whoſe ſparkling Gems ſhall living Glories ſhed. 


Tas ſpeaking Spirit now commands your Ear, 
His Voice let all the trembling Churches hear ; 
Who dying, once, ſhall his Profeſhon own, 
No ſecond Death can fear, but endleſs Joy ſhall crown, 
To him, whom Pergamos a Paſtor claims, 
The Saviour ſpeaks, whoſe Speech for ever ſeems, 
Keen from His Mouth, a Sword with pointed Flames, 
Thy bright Example, where the Wicked dwell, 
And conſtant Faith, expreſs thy flaming Zeal ; 
Of which great Antipas the foremoſt ſhone, 
And, with his Blood, has gain'd the Martyr's Crown: 
but, far from perfect, ſtill thou doſt retain 
Of Nzcelaus the deteſted Stain; 
A ſecond Balaak, who, by Balaam taught, 
Thro* [/rael, Idok Meats, and Lewdneſs brought; 
It quick Repentance does not intervene, 
Expect my Sword, with all my Vengeance keen, 
Whoſe Ears the Counſels of the Spirit hear 
Celeſtial Food the Victor's Heart ſhall cheer, 

The 
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The hidden Manna; and the ſnowy Stone 
Shall ſhow his Name engrav'd, and ſhinc to him alone. 


To Thyatira's Biſhop JEsus ſays, 
(Like Braſs His Feet, His Eyes like Lightnings blaze) 
Thy Patience, Faith, and Charity are ſeen, 
Increas'd, and brighter than they once have been, 
But fince vile Jezebel, {till ſuff r'd, ſpreads 
The Feaſts forbidden, and lacivious Deeds; 
And worſe, has worne away the golden Spice, 
In which Repentance might have found My Grace ; 
Soon ſhall ſucceſſive Ills revenge her Sin, 
And all the Partners of her Rites obſcene, 
Her Children, lain by Mine avenging Hand, 
Shall ſhow I ſearch the Heart, and Vengeance can com- 

mand. 

But you, in Satan's Policys unfkill'd, 
By whom theſe Doctrines are in Horror held. 
Safe in your Selves, no Judgments you ſhall fear : 
But ſtill remember that you perſevere, 


Hz that o' ercomes, and ſtudious of the Deeds 
Which I approve, and to the End proceeds, 
His Power the Subject Nations ſhall confeſs, 
(An Iron Rod his ſcepter'd Hand ſhall grace, 
And all his impious Foes revere his Nod, 
Broke at his Feet, and into Pieces trod ; 
Scatter'd and ſhiver'd like the brittle Clay 


Before the Potter's Fury daſh'd away.) 
This 
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This Pow'r My Father does permit to give; 
And Robes of Glory ſhall the Victor have. 
Dreſt like the Morning - Star that points the Day, 
And o'er the roſy Dawn exalts it's Ray; 

So riſing from the Shadows of the Tomb 

The Seeds of Glory ſhall in Brightneſs Bloom. 
Each ſparkling Saint ſhall circle round the Sor 
And, loſt in Light, their borrow'd Glories own. 
The Sky, ſerene, with heav'nly Purple gay, 
Shall ſhew the darted and reflected Ray. 

So, when the World refin'd from Chaos ſprung, 
Glitter'd the Morning-Stars, and glitt'ring ſung, 
Whoſe Ear is tun'd to Heav'ns deſcending Strains 
And all the Counſels of the Dove retains ; 
Happy and wiſe, thoſe Evils ſhall avoid 

In which the obſtinate ſhall be deſtroy'd. 
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282825 HE Sardian Angel, Ixsus bids attend, 
855 Before whoſe Throne the radiantSpirits ſtand 
28282 And ſeven celeſtial Lights adorn his Hand. 

Thro' the thin Veil of thine Hypocriſy 

{ caft the Flames of mine omniſcient Eye; 

The Form that lives, and dazzles all around, 


Conceals a Heart corrupt, a bleeding Wound ; 


Thig' 
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Thro* which your dying Grace ſhall ſoon be ſpent, 

Unleſs your Care and Penitence prevent. 

Few are your Deeds, nor will thoſe pious Acts 

Atone the greater Sum of your Neglects. 

Paſt Admonitions preſent to your Fear, 

The Light'nings ſeem to fee, the Thunders hear; 

Nor let the leſſ'ning Sounds die on your Ear. 

Retain your former Faith and former Life, 

Or elſe expect My Judgments, like a Thief, 

Shall ſteal in Wrath on your unguarded Hours, 

The Bolts deſcending while the Tempeſt pours : 

Too much like Sadam, Sardis has her Lots, 

Whoſe ſhining Garments are diſtain'd with Spots, | 
Their fairer Veſture, whiten'd into Snow, 
Shall o'er the flowery Walks of Eden flow. 

The worthy Victor ſhall be cloath'd in White ; 
At once the Garb of Innocence and Light ; ; 
In Heav'n's fair Books, in golden Figures wrote, 
His Name ſhall ſhine, nor endleſs Ages blot. 

When Heav*n ſhall pour its Angels all around, 

And all the Dead ſhall live before the Sound, 

And Tribes unnumber'd circle round the King, 

His Name ſhall glitter in the ſhining Ring: 

The God-like Man My Father, too, ſhall own, 
My Lips acquit him, and My Hand ſhall crown: 
Th? applauded Saint, proclaim'd by ev'ry Tongue, 
The Saints ſhall ſhout, while Angels give their Song. 
Whoſe Ears theſe Counſels in Attention bind, 
The ſame, or greater Happineſs ſhall find. 
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THE SAviouR holy, and the Witneſs true, 
O Philadelphia's Guardian, writes to you. 
The Scenes of Joy and Woe are in his Hand 
Who doth the Keys of Life and Death command ; 
The Gates of Heav'n, and Hell's tremendous Flame, 
Theſe none can open, or can ſhut but Him. 
Thy Pow'r, in fiery Perſecutions ſnow'd, 
Tho' ſmall thy Strength, the Rage of Hell withſtood : 
Since in the Storm thy growing Courage roſe, 
The op'ning Hours ſhall ſmiling Scenes diſcloſe ; 
Nor more ſhall ſhut by Clouds of riſing Foes. 
The boaſted Jews who Satan's Army meet, 
Shall own my Love, and own it at your Feet. 
On Nations round, diſcharg'd from Thone to Throne, 
The Storm ſhall fall, but fly from Thee alone, | 
When all the driving "Tempeſt roars around, 
The Heav'ns ſerene and ſpotleſs will be found. 


BenoLD I come, with ſpeedy Vengeance come, 
Big with the Joys of Nations, or their Doom : 
Then let thy Faith and Conſtancy prepare 
The golden Crown and regal Robes to wear. 

A Victor then, the Palm ſhall grace thy Hand, 
And thou a Pillar in the Temple ſtand ; 

Secure, ſublime, and beauteous thou ſhalt riſe 
To prop and grace the Church within the Skies, 
Thy Veſture, too, the Name of God ſhall wear, 
And that fair City, pendent in the Air; 


The Offspring of the Skies, and model!'d there; 
1 And 
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And thy new Title glitt'ring on thy Veſt, 
Shall join a dazling Luſtre to the reſt, 


YE Churches hear, and ponder what is ſaid, 
For Depths are here, and boundleſs Fields are ſpread. 
Laodicea, hear the Great AMEN, 

For ever true His Witneſs will remain ; 

And riſing at His Word the World began: 

I know your Works ; in vain you wou'd conceal 
Your dull Indif” rence, and your languid Zeal ; 
Or throw aſide the Form, and ſhew the Cheat, 
Or let Devotion raiſe a vital Heat. 

As Water which is free from each Exceſs 

Breaks from the Boſom which it did oppreſs; 

My Vengeance ſhall your lifeleſs Forms explore, 
And from My Mouth the nauſeous Draught ſhall pour. 
As, when Diſtraction ſeizes on the Brain, 

The Beggar with imagin'd Wealth is vain; 

His Treaſures flow, and Plenty crowns his Board, 
He ſees his Servants, and he ſeems a Lord ; 

Naked, the Purple Veſtments ſeems to wear, 

And every Want is fled, and every Fear ; 

So, in the Garments of affected Pride, 

The poor and naked Hypocrite is hid: 

Blind to himſelf, his Fancy guilds the Stains 
Which ſtrike with Horror, when his Reaſon reigns. 
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To Me thy Poretty and Wants impart, 
My golden Furniture ſhall grace thy Heart : 
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Nor Snow can rival the Celeſtial Veſt 
In which thy naked Spirit ſhall be dreſt; 
Where ev'ry Virtue ſhall attract the Eye, 
And all the Siſter-Graces of the Sky. 
Blind as thou art, My Salve can give Thee Light, 
And pour the heav'nly Object on thy Sight. 
> Repent, and kindle up a vig'rous Zeal, 
| Believe My Mercy when My Rod you feel. 


SEE where J ſtand, and wait your open Breaſt, 
Not once invited, but a pleading Gueſt |! 
Happy the Man who hears the welcome Sound, 
The EKiNnG ſhall enter; and, the Table crown'd, 
Celeſtial Dainties ſhall regale his Mind; 
The Food Ambroſia, and the Wine refin'd. 
Tho? vile the Man, with Freedom I will ſup, 
The broken Bread beſtow, and Purple Cup: 
Soft on his Ear My milky Speech ſhall flow, 
As gentle Showers, or Drops of heav'nly Dew. 
Who gives his LoRD a kind Reception here 
Shall, rapt to Paradiſe, the bridal Supper ſhare. 
The Chriſtian Hero, ſeated on a Throne, 
Shall reign with Me, and triumph in a Crown, 
My Suff'rings gave the Empire of the Skies. 
And ſuch as die like Me, like Me ſhall riſe : 
Happy, whoſe penſive Mind ſhall make him wiſe. 
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OR had this Viſion glided from my Sight, 


N £3 When lo! the Portals of emperial Light 


ee Flew open; and a Sound came ruſhing on 
Shrill from a Trumpet by an Angel blown: 


Aſcend and gain the Summitt of the Skies, 

See future Viſions preſent to thine Eyes! 

Rapt, on my Wings, I fann'd the azure Way 
And ſaw the heav*nly Pavement ſtretch'd away, 
And rais'd, and trembling with unwearied Rays, 
A burning Throne thro? all the Palace blaze ; 
There ſat, majeſtick, Heav'n's eternal Sox, 
Bright as a Jaſper, and a Sardine Stone; 

A Rainbow bent around its varied Light, 

And like an Emerald wav'd upon the Sight. 


THe ſparkling Seats, in Semi- circles wound, 


Oa this Side twelve, and twelve on that were found, 


With Arms of Glory, did the Throne embrace, 


And ev'ry Seat a radiant Elder grace 
Serene in Look, in Wiſdom ſhewing old, 


With Raiment white, and Crowns of maſſy Gold: 
Snow on their Heads, but in their Eyes a Fire, 
And Youth Eternal did with Years conſpire. 


A thouſand Lightnings flaſh'd their livid Glare, 
And round the Throne their glitt'ring Horrors bear. 
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The Thunders wait and murmur for His Hand, 

And when He ſpeaks, the rapid Bolts deſcend, 
Dreadful, to wing thro* Heav'n their crimſon Way, 
And ſtrike the Heart, and melt the Soul away. 
Theſe, miniſter around Gop's awful Seat, 

Or ſleep, or harmleſs glide beneath His Feet. 

Here Heav*nly Voices riſe, and Conſorts fing ; 

Flows ev'ry Tongue, and trembles ev'ry String. 


BEFORE the Throne ſeven living Lamps aſpire ; 

The bright Diſpenſers of Eternal Fire : 

From God their kindled Glories ever riſe ; 

The ſeven exalted Spirits of the Skies. 

The Throne, which roſe to a ſtupendous Height, 
Beheld an Ocean ſpreading at its Feet ; 

The glaſſy Flood diffuſs'd its liquid Way, 

And Green it floated in a waving Sea, 


BuT more amazing Creatures ſtruck my Sight, 
Emboſs'd with thouſand Inlets of the Light; 
A Lion with majeſtick Terror ſhin'd, 
And next, the Offspring of the lowing Kind : 
A human Face the following Viſion brings, 
And, laſt, an Eagle ſpread upon its Wings. 
Keen were their Eyes ; and each (with Pinions hung, 
Three on a Side) a ſacred Anthem ſung ; 
Nor can the riſing or the ſetting Day 
Remark their Silence, or their Raptures ſtay 
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But all the Ether warbles their Applauſe, 

And all the Hills return their breathing Voice. 
O Holy, Holy, Ever Holy ONE 

What Pow'r ſuſtains the Baſis of Thy Throne 
Fix'd on Eternity Thy Empire was, 

Before on Space the gay Creation roſe, 


A curious Picture, various to the Eye; 
The ſame ſhall be Thy vaſt Immenſity, 
When all the Worlds are blotted from the Sky. 


WHILE thus their Praiſes thro* the Skies reſound 
To Him, with Glory, Life, and Honour crown'd, 
Each Elder, riſing from his radiant Seat, 

His Crown beſtows, and worſhips at His Feet. 
Before the Throne the glitt'ring Honours fall, 
And on the Source of endleſs Ages call, 
Worthy, for ever, worthy to receive 

The Glory and the Honour which we give! 
All Might, and Majeſty to Thee belongs, 

And all the Worſhip of unfailing "Tongues ; 
For by Thy Pow'r was rais'd the lofty World, 
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The Stars were kindled, and the Planets whirl'd ; 
Tue Sun was cloath'd with an imperial Robe, | 
And all the Species flock'd upon the Globe: 


Thy Pleaſure ſorm'd, Thy Vertue does ſuſtain 
The hanging Orbs, which arch the mighty Plain. 
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His Horns were ſev'n, His Eyes with Fire did flame 3 % 
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RNA 


- Sacred Volume, next, the Sox reveals, 


2 A Whoſe Leaves were full, and ſeal'd with 
ſeven Seals ; 


8 In His Right Hand the ſacred Book I ſaw, 
Whoſe Throne is high in Heav'n, whoſe Glories awe. 
An Angel roſe, with Heav'nly Vertue ftrong, 

And with his Voice the ecchoing Arches rung ; 

Who, learn'd in myſtick Figures, ſhall be choſe 

The Book to open, and its Seals unlooſe ? 

But none in Heav'n, or Earth, nor yet below 

Cou'd ſpread the Pages, or their Meaning know. 


I wept when none was worthy to unfold, 
To read the Lines, or even to behold. 
When firſt an Elder roſe, and wip'd my Eyes, 
And broke the ſolemn Silence of the Skies: 
See, Zudah's Lion, fierce, majeſtick, ſtrong, 
The Gop of David, tho* from David ſprung ; 
And from a Root His Branch has ſpread the Skies, 
Who made the Root from whence His Branch did rile . 
He has prevail'd the Writing to diſplay, 
The Seals obey His Hand, His Lips the Senſe convey. 


I look'd, and ſaw the Likeneſs of a Lamb, 


And new from Death the Purple . to ſtream. +} | 
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And own the Vertue of Thy Sacrifice; 
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In Glory, glitt'ring on His Throne He ſat, 

And round the Elders and the Creatures wait: 
The Spirits darted from his radiant Eyes 

Were ſeven, and o'er the Earth their Progreſs flies. 
The Volume from the FATHER's Hand He took, 
When the ſurrounding Forms their Seats forſook; 
A Harp and golden Vial grace their Hand, 

Muſick from this, and Fumes from that aſcend. 
The rolling Clouds convey the fervent Pray ' rs 


Which riſe on Incenſe to the FaTHER's Ears. 


Down, proſtrate at His Feet themſelves they flung, 
And, as they worſhip'd, thus in Raptures ſung. 
(New were the Words, the Harmony was new, 
And round the Skies the melting Meaſures flew.) 


Tov worthy art the Volume to receive, 
The Seals to open, and the Meaning give, 
For once, a willing Sacrifice, Thy Limbs 
Were torn with Wounds, and mark'd with crimſon. 

Streams. 
Thy Life was pour'd an Off ring to thy Gon, 
And Thy Redemption has diffus'd abroad; 
From where the Sun begins to light the Day, 
To where his ſetting Glories die away. 
Thy Blood is ſprinkled thro' the Univerſe, 
And diff rent Languages Thy Praiſe rehearſe; 
And various Nations, varied in their Climes, 
Diſtinct in Manners, and in diſtant Times, 
United now, a grateful Chorus riſe, 


And 
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And Beggars, once, even Crowns and Empires raiſe, 
And Ideots, now, are Prieſts to offer Praiſe: 

The Earth ſhall be, when from it's Fires releaſt, 

For Kings a Court, and Temple for each Prieſt. 


M1111ons of Millions ſparkle to the Sight, 
A ſpreading Circle of unwearied Light; 
The Muſick warbled, or the Glory ſhone, 
Or pierc'd, or wav'd the Ether round the Throne; 
Worthy the Lams of univerſal Reign, 
Let Glory blaze along His pompous Train, 
Who once a bleeding Sacrifice was ſlain. 
Let Riches pour their Treaſures at His Feet, 
And Strength eternal fix His endleſs Seat : 
Let Wiſdom {till conſpire, His Name to raiſe, 


With Robes of Majeſty, and Hymns of Praiſe. 


SWIFT as the Muſick trembles thro? the Spheres, 
'The wide Creation catch'd the flying Airs ; 
And all the Nations of the peopled Sky, 

Or ſpread on Earth, or gliding thro” the Sea, 
Or in the Earth ſequeſter'd Caverns hide, 
Join'd in the Melody, and loudly cry'd 

Etcrnil Honour, Glory, Pow'r, and Praiſe, 
To Him that fills the Throne, and IEs us raiſe. 
Amen ! the bowing Animals reply, 

The Elders own the Lams's Eternity; 

Amen, reſounds thro? all the vocal Sky! 
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PND now the Seals began to open wide, 

882 A 208 The firſt was looſen'd, and the Judgments read. 

ed I ſaw, and wonder'd when the Lion ſpoke, 
(His Eyes in Light'ning, Words in Thunder 

broke) | 

Approach and ſee; When, ruſhing on my Sight, 

Aroſi a furious Steed array'd in White; 

The Rider ghaitly, fatal was his Bow, 


And Terror fat in Triumph on his Brow. 


A Monarch's Crown was plac'd upon his Head, 
And round him Victory Deſtruction ſpread. 


THe ſecond Volume, next, the LAM diſplay'd, 
The Viſion view, the ſecond Creature ſaid. 
A C.i nſon-colour*d H-rſe was next reveal'd, 
Red with the recent Purple of the Field : 
The ſitting Hero rode reſiſtleſs on, 
His glitt'ring Sword with keen Deſtruction ſhone ; 
He call'd the growing Thunders of the War, 
And Peace retreated where he did appear : 
A thouſand Nations, with his Fury fill'd, 
Tumultuous jar, and vaunt upon the Field. 


ANOTHER Seal now broke, the Pages glow, 
And the third Creature call'd me to the Show : 
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A ſable Horſe, and from the Rider's Hand 


A pair of even Balances depend. 

Amidft the Throne a mighty Voice I hear, 
Let Wheat be ſcarce, and meaſur'd Barley dear; 
Of Wheat a Meaſure ſhall one Penny claim, 
And thrice the Barley ſhall require the ſame : 
But while the golden Harveſt thinly waves 

See that your Hand the Vine and Olive faves. 


Bur when the next important Seal was broke, 
Regard the fourth, the flying Eagle ſpoke. 
Lo, a pale Horſe a hideous Spectre guides, 
And Death, triumphant, on the Courſer rides! 
ehind the horrid Victor march'd the Grave, 
With ſhadowy Robes, devouring what he gave ; 
And Hell, with Crimſon Mantle, bright with Flames, 
Along the Ground in dire Proceſſion ſtreams. 
One Quarter of the Globe rever'd his Reign, 
By Plague, or Famine, or Diſeaſes lain ; 
Or thrown to ſeed the Rage of hungry Beaſts, 
Whoſe Horns were buried in their bleeding Breaſts, 


AND now the op*ning Seal the Martyrs ſhews, 
Beneath the Altar's Wings they breathe their Vows ; 
For Go they ſtood, for Gop their Witneſs bore, 
And left their mangled Bodies ſtain'd with Gore. 
Aloud they cry'd ; O Ever Holy ONE! 

Juſtice and Truth ſupport Thy lofty Throne; 
How long our blameleſs Blood ſhall Tyrants ſpill, 
Thy Vengeance ſilent, and Thy Thunders ftill ? 


And 
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And now their Purple Robes are chang'd for White, 
And Reſt ſucceeds the Labours of a Fight; 

Taeir Numbers and their Joys will be compleat, 
Whea all their Brethren ſhare their glorious Fate. 


A ſixth, but dreadful, Viſion now reveals 
More gloomy Horrors from the broken Seals; 
A ſudden Earthquake ruſh'd along the Ground, 
And Nature leap'd, and quiver'd at the Sound. 
The Sun no more with beauteous Splendor burns, 
But in a Sable Robe of Sackcloth mourns ; 
The Silver Moon a Sanguine Circle wears, 
And thro” the Shades a Globe of Blood appears; 
The Stars forſook their Spheres, and ſeem'd to fall 
Like flaming Comets on the trembling Ball. 
A general Storm thro” all the Ether flies, 
And ſhakes the mighty Ruins from the Skies. 
So, when a Fig-tree waves before the Wind, 
The ripen'd Fruit in ſudden Showers deſcend : 
And like a Parchment, which a Writer rolls, 
The parting Skies contract in ſpiral Folds. 
The pictur'd Curtain haſtens from the Sight, 
And opens all the Blaze of endleſs Light : 
Each Iſland ſinks within the boiling Main, 
And looſen'd Mountains wander o'er the Plain. 


Now mighty Monarchs tremble on their Thrones, 
Their Sceptres break, and caſt away their Crowns; 
The guilty Stateſman lays aſide his Lies, 

The Rich Man's Coffers melt before his Eyes; 
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The famous Captains ſink before the Sight, 
And all the Strong are weaken'd in their Might; 
Both Bond and Free obey, and T yrants fear, 
Whilſt pale Blaſphemers fink into Deſpair. 


Mirlions, now frighted to the Dens and Caves, 
Cry to the yawning Rocks to be their Graves; 
Ah! come ye Mountains, with your friendly Shade, 
Or, bowing, fall and cruſh us to the Dead. 

Or rather riſe, and form a piteous Shield, 

By which the darted Flames may be repell'd, 
Which break inſufferable from the Lams, 

That all the Skies are redden'd with the Flame. 
Fierce from the Throne the fiery Lightnings play, 
And Vengeance now effects the dreadful Day | 
Before His Wrath, what guilty Wretch ſhall ſtand, 
When Vallies quiver, and when Mountains bend ? 
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n ND now each Corner of the circling Ball, 
85 


An Angel ſaw the various Winds repell; 
e Nor driving Tempeſts wave the tott' ring 
Trees, 
Nor ſweep the Plains, nor rear the foaming Seas. 


ANOTHER Angel riſing next I view'd, 
And hovering o' er the Eaftern Sea he ſtood; | 
The 
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The Signet of the living Gop he ſhook, 

And loudly to the liſt'ning Angels ſpoke, 

To whom the dreadful Province was aſſign'd, 
To hurt the Earth and Sea, and ſtop the Wind: 
Nor let the Land or Ocean feel your Pow'r, 
Nor rooted from their Beds be Foreſts tore ; 
Till firſt the Favourites of Gop are ſeal'd, 
And ev'ry Forehead wear a ſacred Shield. 


Ap, firſt, the Tribes of 1/rae! were confeſs'd, 

And happy Thouſands with the 8 1 impreſs'd: 

Twelve thouſand of each Tribe were ſet apart, 
Whoſe Mark the vengeful Angel did divert. 

A thouſand Nations with a thouſand Tongues 

The Lams encircles in unnumber'd T hrongs : 

White were their Robes, Palms flouriſh'd in theirHands» 
And their united Voice to Heav'n aſcends, 

*Tis God, *tis JEsus, fitting on the Throne, 

Who ſav'd us all; let all the Saviour own. 
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ANGELS, adoring, now in Raptures burn 
Around the Throne, and all the Song return; 
Proſtrate they on their humble Faces fall, 

And on the Gop of Heav'n in Worſhip call : 
Al! Glory, Bleſſing, Wiſdom, Pow'r and Praiſe 
To Go, let your Eternal Songs expreſs, 


ö 


Tux, 'mongſt the Elders, one enquiring ſaid, 
Who are theſe Saints in ſnowy Robes array d? 
| Whence 
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Whence came they here? Uncertain I reply'd, 
You knowing aſk ; nor he my Words deny'd. 
Once bow'd with Trouble, and defil'd with Sin, 
The LamsB has made their filthy Garments clean: 
Waſh'd in His Blood, now whiter than the Snow, 
In Heav*nly Light their beamy Garments flow. 
Now Gop has rais'd them to His lofty Throne, 
They view His Glory and His Praiſes own; 

Nor, in His Temple, know they Day, or Night, 
For Gop, enthron'd, is ever in their Sight: 

Nor Hunger now, nor "Thirſt for ever feel, 

Nor from the fiery Sun their Bodies fail; 

The Lams ſhall them to living Fountains lead, 
And by His Hand the Tears of Grief be dry'd. 
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e 98 H E laſt, the ſeventh Seal was open'd now; 
95 3 1638 And all the Angels in Attention bow : | 
580 AGE ThegoldenHirpsof Heav'n forgot theirSongs, 
2 92. And Silence hung on all celeſtial Tongues. 
For half an Hour the ſolemn Skies were ſtill, 
And ſeven ſeraphick Spirits then reveal 
Seven Silver Trumpets, ſhining in their Hands, 
And each before the Throne in Order ſtands. 
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Axor HER Angel near the Altar ſtood, 
And in his Hand a golden Cenſer glow'd, 
To whom unmeaſur'd Incenſe was beſtow'd ; 
Fum'd from his Cenſer, forth on ſpicy Wings, 
Each holy Pray'r to Gop accepted ſprings : 
His Blood the Incenſe and the Sacrifice, 
Whoſe former Off ring now perfumes the Skies, 


THe Angel took the Cenſer fill'd with Coals 
From off the Altar (whence the Incenſe rolls 
In fragrant Clouds) and caſt it to the Ground; 
When ſudden Lightnings flaſh'd the Æther round: 
Tumultuous Sounds and Voices did ariſe, 
And Thunders ſhook the Regions of the Skies ; 
All Nature ſhudder'd, and began to quake ; 
The Mountains nodded, and the Vallies brake. 


x 


THe Angels, now to ſound the "Trumps prepare, 
And the firſt Trump rang dreadful in my Ear ; 
Soon ruſh'd the rattling Hail upon the Ground, 

And Streams of Blood and Fire were rain'd around. 
The Earth beheld one Third of all her Globe 
Wrapt in the Burnings of a flaming Robe : 

The Trees and Foreſts crackle in a Blaze, 

And every Hetb before the Fire decays. 
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A burning Mountain, pendant in the Air, 
The ſecond Trumpet ſounding, did appear; 
Deſcending like a pond*rous Comet, down 
Into the daſhing Sea it's Weight was thrown. 
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And 
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And now one Third of all the azure Main 
Confeſs'd thro? all its Depths a crimſon Stain; 
And ev'ry Fiſh, within the purple Tide, 

From the infected Ocean ſudden dy'd: 

And one third Part of all the lofty Ships 

Was ſunk, and periſh'd in the bluſhing Deep. 


WHEN the third Trumpet pierc'd th' etherial Waſte, 
Sudden, a falling Star like Light'ning paſt ; 
Or like a Torch thro” all it's Paſſage glow'd, 
Till on one Third, the bright Deſtruction ſtood, 
Of ev'ry bubbling Fountain, and impetuous Flood. 
It's Name was H/ormwond ; and the bitter Tide 
Convey'd Infection, and unnumber'd dy'd. 


WHEN the fourth Trumpet gave the breathing Strain, 
The Sun was darken'd in it's golden Reign; 
The Silver-mantled Moon diſhonour'd ſhone, 
And but one Third of all the Stars were ſhewn : 
The languid Day a horrid Tempeſt ſpread, 
The Night was in a deeper Gloom array'd. 
And now an Angel, borne upon his Wings, 
Thro' the wide Heav'ns, his Voice exalted, ſprings ; 
Thrice future Woes were thunder'd from his Tongue, 
And all the vaulted Skies reſounding rung : 
Woe to the Earth ; ye trembling Nations fear, 
When the remaining Trumpets pierce the Air, 
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Sec Hen the fifth Angel pour'd the ratt'ling Sound 
S2Wgg AStar from Heav'n fell, rapid, to the Ground; 
S23898 A Key he held of that remote Abyſs 
Where Darkneſs hovers o'er th* unfathom'd Seas: 
Whence, as he open'd the tremendous Vault, 

Thick Smoke in Volumes did the Sight affault : 

As a wide burning Furnace pours on high 

Its ſmoaky Pillars on the darken'd Sky ; 

So roſe the heavy Gloom, to ſhade the Sun, 

And thro? the blacken'd Air it languid ſhone, 
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SwIFT, Locuſts roſe in Armies on the Smoke, 


i | And o'er the Ground their waſteful Progreſs took. 

1 Such was their Pow'r, like Scorpions was their Sting; 

q | But ev'ry Herb, and ev'ry verdant Thing, 

. | With ev'ry Tree, was ſheilded from their Pow'r ; 
f | All, but the Men whoſe Fronts no Signal wore. , 
q | To hurt they were allow'd, but none they kill'd, 5 
3 And five ſucceſſive Months their Rage fulfill'd. E 


Such was their Stings, and ſuch the thrilling Smart 
As Scorpions ſtrike from their offenſive Part. 

To Death the wounded Mortals did reſort, 

But Death in vain with weeping Eyes they court. 
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LIE E furious Horſes, when array'd for War, 
Wich Looks of Men, the Locuſis did appear. 
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Gold were their Crowns, their Hair like Womens flowd, 
And ſharp their horrid Teeth like Lions ſtood. 
They wore before their Breaſts an Iron Shield, 
Like thoſe which gleamy flaſh along the Field. 
As ſounds the rattling Chariots o'er the Plain, 
Stain'd with the ſprinkled Purple of the Slain ; 
So, noiſy flapp'd, ſucceſſive, all their Wings, 
And all their Tails were ſharpen'd into Stings. 
Five Months their Smart and Poiſon they infuſe, 
The great Deſtroyer for their King they chuſe ; 
From the low Pit without a Bottom, ſprung, 
And nam'd Abaddon, in the Hebrew Tongue, 


ONE Woe is paſt, and two are wanting more; 
Hear the ſixth Angel's fiercer Muſick pour. 
A Voice, between the Altar's Horns, I heard, 
The Golden Altar which in Heav'n appear'd, 
To the laſt ſounding Angel: See you looſe - 
The Angels bound where great Euphrates flows. 
At once, unbound, their Armour they prepare, 
To fight an Hour, a Day, a Month, a Year, .- 
Till one third Part of Men ſhou'd dye the Plain, 
Before two hundred Million Horſemen lain. 


HoRsts I ſaw, and Horſemen thus array'd, 
Unwearied Fire upon their Breaſt- plates play'd ; 
Here a pale Jacinth ſhot its languid Flames, 
And Brimſtone fum'd around its ſulph*rous Steams. 
The Steeds had Lions Heads; and Streams of Fire 
With Smoke and Brimſtone, from their Mouths aſpire. 
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Their Heads and Tails alike were arm'd to hurt, 
Their Tails had Heads of a pernicious Sort. 


Nor cou'd theſe Judgments make the Reſt repent, 
Or leave the Idols which they did invent : 
Preferv'd from Death, their handy Works they ſerv'd, 
And unto Devik in Devotion ſwerv'd, 
Their Gold and Silver, ſhap'd into a God, 
And Idols carv'd of Braſs, or Stone, or Wood, 
They bow'd before; who neither ſee nor walk, 
Nor hear, nor can in Revelations talk, 
Impenitent, their Hands with Murders ſtain'd, 
For all the Arts of Sorcery arraign'd ; 
Whom Fornication's lewder Scenes pollute, 
And Theft and Rapine is their vile Purſuit ; 
Still unrelenting they their Crimes retain 


Amidſt the neighbouring Horrors of the Slain. | 
rd rr rr rr dro rl 

. : 
Sarge N D now I ſaw a mighty Angel fly : 
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A Adown the bright Expanſion of the Sky ; 
DEE Around him ſpread the Veſture of a Cloud, 
And o'er his Head a ſhiningRainbow glow'd; 
Diſtin& with all the varied Lines of Light, 
And like the Sun his Countenance was bright, 
His Feet like fiery Pillars ſeem'd to ſtand, 
And 2 ſmall Book was open'd in his Hand; 


Us 
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His right Foot on the ſpreading Sea was plac'd, 
And with his left the ſolid Ground he preſs'd. 
Loud was his Voice, fierce as a Lion's Roar, 
And when he ſpeaks impetuous Thunders pour. 


| 


WHEN the ſeven mightyThunders ſpent their Noiſe, 
I would have wrote, but heard a heav'nly Voice | 
deal up the Myſteries the Thunders ſpoke, ; 
Nor yet reveal their Meaning in a Book. | 


Axp next I ſaw the Angel lift his Hand, | 
The Angel, who on Earth and Sea did ſtand ; 1 
High to the Heav'n, and with an Oath he ſwore, 

By the Eternal and Immortal Power, 

Which form'd the Heav'ns and all their ſparkling Hoſt, 
The Earth and all the Creatures it can boaſt ; 
Diffus'd the azure Manſions of the Main, 

And all the Tribes which cut the wat' ry Plain; 

By the Creator God, he ſolemn ſwore, 

That Day ſhould end, and Time ſhould be no more. 
When the ſeventh Trumpet breathes the driving Blaſt 
Then dying Nature ſhall expire her laſt ; 

Thoſe Myſt ries, long in Propheſies conceal'd, 
Unravell'd, ſhall appear to all fulfill'd. 


Tux ſpoke again the ſacred Voice, and aid, 
Take the ſmall Book whoſe ſhining Leaves are ſpreae 
Within his Hand who treads the Earth and Sea : 


i aſk'd, he gave; Eat it I heard him ſay, 
K 3 Twin 
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*T will firſt like Honey o'er the Tongue deſcend, 
But bitter in the Bowels it will end. 

L eat, and ſweet like Honey firſt it flow'd, 

| But all in Gall within my Stomach ſtood. 

Then he reply'd ; again my Warnings bear, 
Nor diff*rent Tribes of Men nor Monarchs fear, 
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Kr HIiLE on the Earth and Sea the Angel ſtood, 
A VA Reed was like a meaſuring Rod beſtow'd; 
* 5 Riſe, ſaid the following Voice withloud Command, 
This round the tow'ring Temple muſt extend, 

The Altar and its Worſhippers to try; 

The Court without ſhall ftill unmeaſur'd lie 

Since *tis by Heav*n's Decree the Gentile's Claim. 
And Thou, fair City of unrival'd Fame, 

{ Tho? once the glitt'ting Fav'rite of the Sky, 
Down- trampl'd, in diſhonouring Duft ſhall lie, 
Till, two and forty Times, fair Cynthia plies 

Her Silver Circle thro” the gleemy Skies, 
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To my two Witneſſes I grant a Pow'r 
Twelve hundred Days and threeſcore to deplore, 
While, in ſad Sackcloth cloath'd, they propheſy 
T' Events wrapt up in deep Futurity. | 
Theſe are the branching Trees with Olives crown'd, 
And theſe the Candleſticks that flame around, 
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In the bright Preſence of Earth's dreadful Go p, 
Whoſe Pow'r ſuſtains the Vertues he beſtow'd. 

Woe to the hapleſs Mortal that moleſts 

My choſen Fav'rites, with my high Behefts ; 
Streams of fierce Fire, that from their Lips proceed, 
Shall ſwift-devouring join him to the Dead. 

Theſe, thro' the Space for their prophetick Pow'r, 
Can cloſe the Clouds, and top th* impending Show'r; 
Make the clear Streams with bluſhing Crimſon flow, 
Smite with each Plague, and wound with every Woe. 


191 


WHEN their great Embaſſys are all compleat, 
Then, wreaking from th' unfathomable Pit, 
Th aſcending Beaſt ſhall wage victorious War, 
And feaſt, with monſtrous Rage, on guiltleſs Gore. 
In that great City, where our Lord was ſlain, 
The bleeding Saints ſhall all the Streets diſtain; 
For half a Week ſhall gath'ring Nations view 
Their Forms, all mangled, in their Crimſon Hue ; 
Deny'd the decent Covering of a Grave: 
While mirthful Tribes ſhall mutual Gifts receive ; 
Boaſting their great Deliv*rance from their Pain, 
And make inglorious Triumph over the Slain. 


Bor, ſoon the deſtin'd Seaſon ſhall expire, 
And Life from Gad the breathleſs Saints inſpire : 
Rais'd, and transform'd, with ſuch ſtupendous Light, 


As trembling ſtrikes thro' each Beholder's Sight. 
K 4 Then 
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Then from the Manſions of Celeſtial Bliſs 

A Voice, loud-ſounding, call'd them to the Skies : 
The Saints, in Sight of all their wond'ring Foes, 
Wrap'd in a radiant Cloud, triumphant roſe. 

While ſome greatEarthquake, from the Vaults profound, 
Groans out aloud, and heaves the trembling Ground ; 
Till with ſtrong; Strugglings, it outragious grows, 
Breaks, burſting round, on Crowds of impious Foes ; 
And Thouſands down to dread Deſtruction throws. 
One Tenth of all the City, with its Tow'rs, 

The cleaving Ground with hideous Jaws devours : 
While all th' affrighted Remnant, bow'd in Praiſe, 
Strait to the God of Heav'n their Voices raiſe. 


Two dreadful Woes now paſt, the third prepares 
Scenes ſtill more dreadful thro? the trembling Spheres, 
As the laſt-lifted Blaſt was pour'd around, 

And Nature's Realms all ſtarted at the Sound, 
Loud- winding down, Celeſtial Voices ring, 

And ſpeak the Reign of Heav*n's Eternal Riu 
Empires and Worlds, beneath His Sov*reign Sway. 
Shall, endleſs as His boundleſs Pow'r, obey. 


TEN with dread Rev'rence all the Elders roſe 
From their high Seats (while each adoring bows) 
And proſtrate on their humble Faces fall, 
As loud on Him that fills the Throne they call. 
Glory, to Gop Omnipotent, was rais'd, 
And Heav*n's vaſt Realms all eccho'd as they prais'd ; 
Eternal 


REVELATION Chap. Xi. 


Eternal Pow'r, and Majeſty, Thy Throne 

And wond'ring Worlds of Saints and Seraphs own. 
Now that the threat'ned Hour of Wrath is come, 
And angry Nations, trembling, dread their Doom : 
The Dead, all waking to the great Aſſize, 

Shall from Death's dark Repoſitories riſe. 

Crowns, ever-glitt'ring, ſhall Thy Saints ſuſtain, 
And wreath'd with Rays Thy dazling Prophets ſhine : 
While on each murd'rous Breaſt, as Juſtice claims, 
Tremendous Fire ſhall point its wrathful Flames ; 
Nor more the Ground, long dy'd with guiltleſs Blood, 
Cries in the Ears of Earth's avenging Ged. 


SCARCE ceas'd their circling Praiſe, when to my Eyes 
Aſide was drawn the Curtain of the Skies; 
And Heav'n's Eternal Temple, op'ning wide, 
The Ark of God's New-Teftament diſplay'd. 
While rending from the Clouds, in winding Streaks 
And hizing Forks, the livid Lightning breaks : 
Voices aloud thro' Heav*n's wide Arches rung, 
; 
Farthquakus, beneath the tott'ring Mountains, groan 
And monſtrous Hailſtones, rattling round, were thrown. 


And ſtartling cals of Thunder roar'd along : 
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F. 


82525 Mighty Sign in Heav'n I next admir'd, 
Ad A Woman with the beamy Sun attir'd; 
8282 Beneath her Feet was ſunk the Silver Moon, 
And for her Head twelve Stars compos'd a Crown. 
Pregnant, ſhe cry'd, with cruel Throws oppreſs'd, 


And travailing pungent Pains her Cluld confeſs'd. 


ANOTHER Wonder next amaz'd the Skies, 
A Dragon fiery red began to riſe ; 
Seven crowned Heads in frightful Order roſe, 
Ten bending Horns aſpir'd upon his Brows : 
His ſweepy Tail, prodigious to the View, 
One third of all the Heav*nly Bodies drew ; 
Down to the Exrth the vivid Glories flew. 
Fierce to the Woman's Sight the Dragon ſtood, 
Eager to make the ſpringing Child his Food ; 
The Babe was born, and Nations torn deſcend 
Beneath the Monarch's Iron Rod to bend. 
Caught up by God, the Royal Child was hid 
By Heav*n's high Throne; the frighted Mother fea 
To a wild Deſart, and receiv'd her Food 
Twelve hundred ſixty Days, prepar'd by Ged. 


Now War upon the Heav'nly Plain began, 
The Hoft with Michael blazing at their Van; 


While 
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While the fierce Dragon led his Angels on, 
Whoſe Rebel-Pow'rs at once were overthrown : 
Eras'd from Heav*n, their ſhining Place was loſt, 
Headlong he fell, and all his fainting Hoſt : 

That ancient Serpent, who deceives the World, 
Was on the Earth in flaming Ruin hurl'd. 


Sood a loud Voice, deſcending from the Spheres, 
Proclaim'd Salvation in my joyful Ears. 
Now Strength reſiſtleſs led the Victor on, 
And the Great Gop aſſerts His regal Throne; 
The Pow'r of Chriſt eternal Trophies gains, 
The falſe Accuſer gnaws his endleſs Chains 
Who, to their God, unwearied in his Spight, 
Defam*d the holy Brethren Day and Night. 
But now victorious thro' the Savizur's Blood, 
And by their Witneſs to the Word of God; 
To die impatient, prodig al they gave 
Their hated Lives to Him Who dy'd to fave, 
Ye Heav'ns rejoice ! and all the ſacred Quires, 
Let Notes of Rapture animate your Lyres ; 
But to the Tribes of Earth and Sea be Woe, 
For Satan comes in all his Wrath to you: 
Tho” ſhort his Time, his Wrath the more intenſe, 
Will rage around with fiercer Influence. 


BuT when the Dragon ſaw his foul Defeat, 
The Woman felt his perſecuting Heat ; 
But Angels fix'd Her for a trackleſs Flight, 


On Eagles Wings She left the Serpent's Sight; - 
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A Time, and Times, and half a Time She lives, 
And in a lonely Waſte Her Food receives. 
His Impotence of Spight the Serpent ſhow'd, 

As from his Mouth he ſpouts a ſpreading Flood: 
In vain he ſought the Woman to o'erflow, 

E The gaping Earth receiv'd the Flood below; 
Which made the Dragon's baffled Wrath to glow. 
The Remnant of Her Seed receiv'd his Rage, 
Wich theſe he ſtrove a fatal War to wage; 

| Whoſe Lives are form'd by Heav'n's exact Commands, 
And true to Chri/? the noble Army ſtands. 


CHAP. XIIL 


{ | 8 8 OW on a ſhining ſandy Beach I ſtood, 
Ne And ſaw a Beaſt emerging from the Flood; 
s Seven hideous Heads upon his Shoulders hung, 

| From whence ten Horns, with Crowns, tremendous 

b| ſprung : 
* Upon each Head the Name of Blaſphemy 

In direful Characters inſcrib'd I ſee. 

His Body ſpotted like a Leopard roſe, 

And the fierce Lion lour'd upon his Brows, 

Shap'd were his Feet, wide- ſpreading, like a Bear's ; 

The Dragon's dire Authority he wears, 

Fix'd in his Seat ; But ſoon a wounded Head 

Hung breathleſs down, and ſeem'd for ever dead. 

REVIv'n, 


— Ad r * n = 
— rr 


S IG. 4 AO IEEE 
T. * 


* 


* 
o if 
— * , - - 
„ 3 „„ TDD. 
ts ee — — — — — — 


* — 9 
„ —_————— 


— . TV Ce OR 
* _ — i _ "I" —_— 1 bf 


— 7 L 0 — 
rr 
— 


Ooty L—⸗ 
. - — 


—— — 


< 


/ 
' 
J 
] 


RETTATITION Chap. xiii. 141 


Reviv'p, and heal'd, the quick*ned Part aroſe, 
And all the World in wond'ring Homage bows ; 
The Dragon, which advanc'd him to his Throne, 
But moſt the Beaft, the ſtupid Nations own : 
Their loud Applauſes ring along the Air ; 

Can any with the mighty Beaſt compare ? 

Can any meet Him in an equal War ? 

Great boaſting Words of Blaſphemy he ſpoke, 

And two and forty Months the Nations wore his Yoke : 
Loud Blaſphemies were utter'd from his Tongue, 
On Gad, and Heav'n, and all the ſacred Throng, 
To fight and overcome the Saints *twas giv'n, 

And Pow'r o'er all the Nations under Heav'n: 
Worſhip'd by all the cireling Tribes below, 
Whoſe Names the ſhining Pages cannot ſhow, 
Held by the Lamb; who, e' er the Mountains roſe, 
To bleed a deſtin'd Sacrifice was choſe. 


ATTEND, if any have an Ear to hear, 
My Counſels ponder, and my Sayings clear. 
See, thoſe who now the trembling Captives lead, 
Captives themſelves behind the Victors tread: 
The famous Conquerors, with Murder ſtain'd, 
Deſtroy'd themſelves; their vital Purple drain'd: 
Try'd now, their Faith and Patience to encreaſe, 
The Saints their vanquiſh'd Enemies ſhall hiſs. 


Now from the Earth another Beaſt aroſe, 
Horns like a Lamb's depended on his Brows; 
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But like a Dragon, with a hideous Sound, 

His roaring Voice the lab'ring Ear did wound. 
From the firſt Beaſt an equal Pow'r he held, 

And all the ſubject Tribes of Men compell'd 

To worſhip him, whoſe deadly Wound was heal'd. 
His lying Wonders fright the World around, 


Call'd by his Word, the rapid Lightnings play 
Fierce on the blaſted Sight, and ſtrike Diſmay. 


By theſe falſe Miracles Mankind poſſeſt, 
He bad them make an Image to the Beaſt ; 
And ſoon as was the ftupid Statue form'd, 


And all who wou'd not worſhip it were hurl'd 
By various Modes of Torture from the World. 
He made his Mark on ev'ry Forehead riſe, 

Or each Right Hand the myſtick Figure tries; 
And none without the Signal ſells or buys. 
Eternal Wiſdom ſhall adorn his Fame, 

Whoſe piercing Mind can penetrate the Name ; 
The Number of the Beaſt, and Men the ſame. 
Six hundred ſixty fix the Name diſplays ; 

Tis Labour only can unwind the Maze. 


E E X X * 2 
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And Fire from Heav'n ſtrikes flaſhing on the Ground: 


Speech mov'd its Tongue, and Life the Figure warm'd ; 
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eO Zion's lofty Mountain ſtruek my Sight, 

80 N 9x6 And aLamMs ſtood conſpicuous on it's Height; 

85 NO Before whoſe Preſence, in a ſhining Crowd, 
A hundred forty four of Thouſands ſtood, 

His FATHER's Name upon their Foreheads glow'd, 

And Heav*n reſounded with a Voice aloud ; 

Like many Waters beating on the Shore, 

Or as the Thunder's deep impetuous Roar : 

And Heav*nly Harps, melodious in their Wires, 

Confeſs'd the Fingers of celeſtial Quires : 

In tender Accents, flowing from their Tongue, 

Diſſolv'd the Sweetneſs of a ſacred Song. 


THE new Devotion warbled round the Throne, 
And where the Animals and Elders ſhone : 
But the ſoft Mazes of the myſtick Sound 
By choſen Myriads only were unwound : 
The happy Thouſands from the Earth redeem'd, 
Muſick as matchleſs as their Subject claim'd, 
From the defiling Charms of Women free, 
Theſe have preſerv'd their Virgin Purity : 
The ftrict Attenders of the leading Lams, 
Who, whereſoe'er he goes, their Progreſs aim. 
Like the firſt Off rings of a fruitful Year, 
Ripen'd with Heav'nly Charms the Saints appear; 
Into 
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Into the Hands of Gop preſented glow, | 
And bend a Wreath around the Saviour's Brow. | 
Before the Throne their ſpotleſs Spirits ſtand, = 
Nor from their hallow'd Mouths can Guile aſcend, 


THRo* Heav'ns wide Arch an Angel, on his Wings, 
Down with the everlaſting Goſpel ſprings, 
To all the various Sons of Men to preach, 
His Words aloud thro” ecchoing Kingdoms reach; 
I he one Eternal DE IT revere, 
Let your high Praiſes riſe into his Ear; 
For now attend, the dark, the deſtin'd Hour 
& When His big Vengeance ſhall in Judgments pour. 
4 Adorn'd with Stars, He bent the ſpacious Sky, 

The Earth He moulded, and He pour'd the Sea; 

And at His Word, freſh bubbling from their Source, 3 
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The Waters wander in a cryſtal Courſe, 
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; 

L | Ax Angel ſp ke, his Words with Thunders ſwol'n, 
Great Babylm is fal'n, forever fal'n; ; 
Charm'd by the Wine which laugh'd within her Cup 

. The Nations drank the Draught of Pleaſure up: 
5 


. | At whoſe deep Bottom filthy Dregs are ſeen, 
F Whoſe odious Bitterneſs revenge their Sin. : 
No follow'd a third Angel on his Wings, 
E Thro' Heav'n's wide Vault his Voice reſounding rings; 
| Who to the Beaſt, or to his Image bends, 4 
1 A Cup of Wrath ſhall tremble in his Hands : ; 
© Unmix'd with Joy, the bluſhing Draught ſhall flow, 4 
; And in his Cup of Indignation glow. ED / 
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The guilty Mark, whoſe Head or Forehead wears, 
Oblig'd, ſhall ſwallow down the ſcalding Tears; 
Rolling in Lakes of Fire the Wretch ſhall mourn, 
Where unrelenting Seas of Brimſtone burn: 
1 While Angels, bending from their ſacred Thrones, 
But moſt the Lamb, ſhall ſmile upon their Groans. 


SEE ! from their tortur'd Limbs the Smoke ariſe, 
And in Eternal Volumes cloud the Skies ; 
Reſtleſs, both Day and Night, th' unwearied Fire 
Shall pierce their Pores, and o'er their Fleſh aſpire, 
Permitted now, my patient Saints they try, 
Who firm obey their Gad, and on His Sor rely. 


Now, on the Wings of Heav'nly Melody, 
A Voice deſcends ; For ever blett who die 
Safe in the Sacrifice of Chri/? immur'd ; 
Their Labours finiſh'd, and their Reft ſecur'd: 
Their Works ſhall follow, a triumphant Train, 
And ſpeak them welcome to the ſacred Plain. 


Tuvus ſpoke the Spirit; when upon my Eyes 
A Cloud of Glory whiten'd thro? the Skies; 
The lucid Meteor, form'd into a T hione, 
Contain'd the Preſence of th* Eternal Sox : 
The Semblance of the Sen of Man He bore, 
And flaming on His Head a Crown He wore ; 
The Golden Enſign of His regal Pow'r. 
As from His Hand a glitt'ring Scyth depends, 
Aa Angel from the Heav'nly Dome deſcends, 
1 To 


ae. 


To Him who ſat majeſtick on the Cloud; 
Moving he ſpoke, ſubmiſſive, yet aloud; 

See, the ripe Harveſt, nodding for the Fall, 
Thro' the wide Fields of Earth for reaping call! 
Soon thro? the Globe the golden Harveſt bow'd, 
And own'd the Sickle of the reaping Gop. 


AxorHER Angel did from Heav'n deſcend, 
With a ſharp S:c4/e bent within his Hand: 


To him an Angel from the Altar ſpoke, 


Who rules the Fire, and bids the Incenſe ſmoke ; 
Let on the Earth's wide Vines thy S:c#le fall, 
Whoſe Cluſters, thick, with ripen'd Juices ſwell. 
Swift, at his Word, upon the Earth decline 

The loaded Tendrels of the failing Vine : 

The gather'd Grapes, without the City trod, 
Fill'd the great Wine-Preſs of the Wrath of Gad. 
Six Hundred Furlongs to a Thouſand add, 

And learn the Space the floating Purple ſpread : 
As a tall Steed exalts his foaming Rein, 

So, high in Blood the ſwelling Torrent ran; 
Preſt from the Vintage on the neighb'ring Plain. 
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Fe NOTHER Sign, now op'ning from the Skies, 
A 5 Big with a Train of Wonders, ſtruck my Eyes; 
W Seven Angels, and their final Plagueswere ſev'n, 
Full of the Vengeance due from angry Heav'n- 
Now , 
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Now, by the rapid Rage of Fire ſubdu'd, 

The Earth diſſolv'd into a glaſſy Flood; 

Upon whoſe Surface ran, in rifing Spires, 

The glitt'ring Flames of All-deſtroying Fires. 

Oa the bright Floor, the Beaſt who overcame, * * 
His Image, Mark, and Number of his Name, 
Triumphant ſtood; with Harps in Conſort ſtrung, 
The Song of Moſes and the LAM they ſung. * 


War Majeſty and Wonders do combine 
In all Thy Works, Almighty Gop, to ſhine ? 
While Truth and Juſtice, ſeen in all Thy Ways, 
Conſpire, Thou King of Saints, to ſpeak Thy Praiſe ! 
Thrice Holy Lord, in SanCtity ſupreme, 
Who ſhall refuſe to fear, or ſhout Thy Name ? 
When crowding Nations ſhall in Worſhip come, 
Big with Thy Fame, and ſhiver at their Doom; 
N ow manifeſt, in dreadful Plagues on ſome. 


Tu Heav*nly Temple, with the Ark inclos'd, 
New Scenes of Glory to my Sight oppos'd ; 
Seven Angels, with as many Plagues, aroſe, 
And Glory ſhone around their beauteous Brows: 
About their Breaſts a golden Girdle- wound, 
Their ſnowy Garments, floated: on the Ground. 
Each im his Hand a golden V ial held, 
Giv*n by an Animal, with Fury ald 3 
The Wrath of Him, whoſe unrelenting Ire 
Shall thro' Eternity diffuſe its Fire, 
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SUDDEN in Clouds of Smoke the Temple lay, 
Which ſtain'd the Viſage of Celeſtial Day; 
From the fierce Glory of th* Almighty Pow'r 
None, who durſt enter, cou'd himſelf ſecure : 


But each the ſacred Manſion was forbid, 
Till ev'ry Vial on the Earth was ſhed, 
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560 OuD from the Temple, now, a Voice Iheard, 

Sz L Which the wing'd Meſſengers of Wrath 
rever'd ; 

Depart, and empty on the trembling Ball 

The Woes of Gop, which from the Vials fall. 

Soon at the Sound the firſt obedient ſprung, 

And thro” the Earth the liquid Vengeance flung ; 

And nauſeous Plagues on putrid Mortals hung, 

Who wore the Mark peculiar to the Beaſt, 

Or to his Image their Deſires addreſt. 


THE ſecond pour'd his Vial on the Main, 

And fluſh'd its Waters with a ſanguine Stain ; 
Dark as the Purple of a Mortal ſlain. 

No more the Fiſh, affected by the Change, 

Cou'd breathe, or thro? the denſer Medium range : 
But all at once in ev'ry Kind expir'd, 


Choak'd with the Flood, or in their Motion tit'd. 
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Ax Angel next, the Springs and Currents ſtain'd, 
Affected by the Vial which it drain'd ; 
The Rivers all in bloody Torrents wound, 
And bubling Fountains boil'd in Blood around. 
Then ſpoke the winged Ruler of the Se . 8 
Thou boundleſs Parent of Eternity! | 
Who ſeeſt the Stream of Time for ever flow, 
But art the Preſent, Paſt, and Future Now. | 
Sharp is Thy Vengeance, but Thy Juſtice clear, 
Still meriting our Praiſe the more ſevere ; | 
Thy Saints and Prophets Blood once ſtain'd the Hands {| 
Of thoſe, whoſe Drink a bloody Draught deſcends : 
Almighty GoD, another Angel ſaid, 
Thy Truth and Juſtice ſhine to all diſplay'd ! 


Now the fourth Angel ſhed his Vial on 
The blazing Body of the ſhining Sun : 
Soon, from the vivid Source of endleſs Fire, 
The ſcorching Rays the fervent Air inſpire ; 
On Man the ſcalding Heat unrival'd reigns, 
Parch'd all their Fleſh, and glow'd along their Vines ; 
Yet till their impious Tongues refuſe to own 
The Gop, whom Blaſphemies confeſs alone : 
Nor did Repentance glorify that Pow'r 
Which made the Sun, and bid its Flames devour, 


ONE Vial next upon the Beaſt deſcends, 
And, big with Horror, ſcatter'd thro? his Lands, 
L 3 Soon, 
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Soon, the thick Volumes of Eternal Night 

Spread thro? his Realms, and hung before the Light; 

While all his Subjects grope for Day in vain, _ 

And gnaw their Tongues, and writhe their Limbs for 
Pain : pong wy 

No Tears of Penitence diffuſe their Eyes, 

Nor hears their Maker but their Blaſphemies. 


WHERE great Euphrates rolls it's Silver Courſe 
Another Vial pour'd it's baneful Force; 
The mighty Torrent vaniſh'd in a Cloud, 
And left the Channel gaping for it's Flood. 
A Way for Eaſtern Kings was now prepar'd, 
Whoſe Progreſs, once, the rapid Stream debarr'd. 


Now breath'd the Dragon, from his impious Mouth, 
A Fiend unclean, an Enemy to Truth; 
And one the Beaft, and one the Prophet gave, 
Who from their Throats, aſcended, like a Grave: 
As from the Fens the Frog elaſtick leaps, 
So roſe the hideous Spirits from their Lips; 
His Miniſters, who rules the Vaults of Woe, 
A Pow'r of working: Miracles they ſhew ; 
Inſpire the Earthly Monarchs into Rage, 
And madly puſh, th* Almighty to engage : 
To gather Armies, and expect the Day _ 
When God, deſcending, ſhall His Pow'r diſpl4y. 
Tho? gather'd then in Armageddon's Field, | 
Their iſtubborn Malice will be made to yield. 
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Nor fear the Saints the raging of the Fiends, 
Behold, the Majeſty of Cx r1sT deſcends ! 


As wrapt in Midnight Scenes, the Thief invades 
And wakes the ſleeping Houſe, and Horror ſpreads ; 
So, breaking all in Glory from the Skies, 
His Preſence ſteals on undiſcerning Eyes. 

For ever bleſt the Man who ſeems to hear 

The piercing Trump, and ſee his LoR D appear; 
Whoſe Soul, for ever dreſt in Garments clean, 
No Nakedneſs diſplays, nor Spots of Sin: 

Nor Shame, nor Horror, Terror, nor Surprize, 
Change on his Cheeks, nor vary in his Eyes. 


Now thro” the Regions of the Air diſpers'd, 
Tie ſeventh concluding Vial is revers'd ; 
When ſoon a Voice, loud thund'ring from the Throne, 
Proclaim'd the dreadful Courſe of Judgments done. 
Then ſudden Sounds in various Murmurs roſe, V4 
And Clouds of Darkneſs lour'd on Nature's Brows ; 
Thro* whoſe deep Gloom amazing Thunders roll, 
And Light'nings ran in Streaks from Pole to Pole. 
Nor ſhook the Storm alone th' Etherial Hall, 
But, pent in Caverns, rack'd the quivering Ball; 
The rending Earth, and heaving Seas proclaim'd 
Diſſolving Nature, and a World unfram'd : 
Nor, ſince the hapleſs Race of Men begun, | 
Thro' all the Earth, have ſuch Commotions run, 
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SEE, mighty Rome three gaping Wounds divide, 
See, trembling Cities all around ſubſide ! , 
Ah ! impious Babylon, what Vengeance now 
Rolls in your Cup, and longs to overflow ? 

But ſee, the clouded Pillars of the Skies, 

Vaſt waniring Mountains, vaniſh from our Eyes! 
Uneven Nature level'd to a Plain, 

And Iſlands ſinking in the reſtleſs Main. 

Sent from the fluicy Skies, big Hailſtones bound, 
Large as a Talent, from the ratt'ling Ground: 
But unrelenting Men ſuſtain the Shock, 

And Heav'n's amazing Wrath blaſpheming mock. 


Wee 
CHAP. XVII. 


HE diff rentScenes of Vengeance thus diſplay'd, 
Approach, an Angel of the Vials ſaid, 

And ſee the Judgments rip'ning for the Whore) 
W hoſi:s where circlingOceans waſh theShore: 
Who, with affected Pageantry attir'd, 

Has many Kings with falſe Devotion fir'd ; 

Thro? all the World Idolatry diffus'd, 

Improv'd their Ignorance, and Faith abus'd ; 

Addreſs'd the Nations of the giddy Crowd, 

While ſubje& Reaſon to her D ctates bow'd : 

Till all the Nations, with her Poiſon drunk, 

In deep Stupidity ſupinely ſunk, 
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THren, by the Spirit in my Viſions led, 
A Wilderneſs around in Landſkip ſpread ; 
Where, dreſt in ſcarlet Hue, a Beaſt aroſe, 
And Blaſphemy was printed on his Brows, 
Upon his Head ten ſpiry Horns were bound, 
A gaudy Female on his Back I found ; 
Her ſcarlet Robes with golden Figures rais'd, 
And o'er her Purple ſcatter'd Jewels blaz'd. 
Within her Hands a golden Goblet glow'd, 
Where, to the Brim, enchanting L:quor flow'd ; 
But Seeds of Poiſon at the Bottom lurk'd, 
Swell'd on the Tongue, and thro? the Vitals work'd, 
High on her Front was wrote, in Letters clear, 
? Great Babylon and Myſtery are here; 
Me ev'ry Proftitute a Mother owns, 
And all the Earth with my Pollution groans. 
d, J The Blood of martyr'd Saints her Hands did ftain, 
Glow'd in her Cheeks, and madden'd all her Brain: 
ee | Drunk with unmeaſur'd Draughts of righteous Gore 
©: | But yet, unſatisfy'd, ſhe long'd for more. 


Ix the big Tranſports of a wond'ring Mind, 
What mean thy Tumults, ſaid my ſacred Friend? 
Soon (hall the Maze, unravel'd to thy Eyes, 
Diſſolve thy Doubts, and leflen thy Surprize. 

The gorgeous Woman, and the ſcarlet Beaſt, 
Are real Truths in Images expreſt: 
The Figures ſoon ſhall vaniſh into Air, 


But Time ſhall what they repreſent declare, 
, Tas 
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THe Beaſt, thou ſaw'ft aſcending on the Plain, 

And once diſcover'd to admiring Men, 

Tho' now conceal'd in an obſcure Retreat, 

Again ſhall leave the deep infernal Pit; 

And, from the Wonder of a mad'ning World, 
Back to the bottomleſs Abyſs be hurl'd. 

Then all whoſe Names were never wrote in Heav'n, 
Long e'er the reſtleſs Wheels of Time were driven, 
Shall at his everlaſting Fall admire, 

And rage with all the Impotence of Ire. 

Now try the Wiſdom of your piercing Mind, 

And all the Force of your Invention bend : 


Tur branching Heads which o'er the Monſter tow'r, 
Denote the Seat of univerſal Pow'r ; 
The Hills of mighty Rome, on which ariſe 
It's lofty Buildings, and affect the Skies. 
Seven myſtick Monarchs here in Emblem reign, 
And five the duſky Realms of Death retain : 
The one, his Pomp of Majeſty diſplays, 
The other waits the Whirl of future Days; 
And when he riſes on the Stage of Time 
The deſtin'd Hours ſhall quickly raviſh him. 
The Beaſt, che eighth imaginary King, 
Shall from the ſeven his' Root of Empire ſpring. | 


Each Horn, which ſcatters a majeftick Shade, 


Denotes a Prince for future Scepters made. 
FO | Their 
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Their Empire, rolling thro' a Prophet's Hour, 
har'd with the Beaſt, ſhall ſpeak it's failing Pow'r: 

One Mind ſhall all their kingly Spirits fire, 

\nd to one Arm the Strength of all retire : 

By the keen Stings of Vengeance hurried on 

To puſh their mad Attempts upon the Sox. 
Their ſudden Armies round the Beaſt ſhall flow, 
And vaniſh in an endleſs Overthrow : 

Unequal to the Vengeance of the Lams, 

The Monarch of the univerſal Frame : 

By their reſiſtleſs Piety ſubdu'd, 

Who faithful Combatants for Jzsus ſtood. 


THE Sea, which, varied with unnumber'd Waves, 
Smiles in a Calm, or with a Tempeſt raves, 
On which the Strumpet fair in Triumph floats, 
The Tribes and Numbers of Mankind denotes 
Triumphant now, but deſtin'd to be torn, 
Devour'd, and burnt by each offended Horn: 
For this Agreement of the raging Kings 
From God's irrevocable Counſel ſprings ; 
And all the Service to the Beaſt they yield, 
Conſpires to ſpeak His Prophefies fulfill'd. 
- --- The Woman, Rome to thy Remembrance brings; 
The haughty Miſtreſs of adoring Kings. 
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PR OO DEB ID DION 


C HAP. XVIII. 
OW from the golden Palaces above, 


2 
The Lightnings of his gay illuſtrious Robe 
" Kindled Celeſtial Day upon the Globe: 
Before Him Might and endleſs Terror went, 

And his reſounding Voice the Welkin rent, 

Great Babylon, ambitious in her Height, 

Is ſunk, and cruſh'd by her enormous Weight; 

Her ſtately Palaces in Rubbiſh lay ; 

Her poliſh'd Ruins choak up every Way : 

Nor mortal Feet thro? all her Streets are heard, 

But gliding Ghoſts and evil Spirits fear'd: 

Here Birds obſcene, as to a Cage, reſort, 


Light on the gilded Roofs, and thro* the Chambers ſport, 


For all the World has drank her wanton Wine, 
Or to fierce Fires of Wrath the Victims been. 

Her ſparkling Ornaments, and paintiog Arts 
Have ſnatch'd from Kings their captivated Hearts; 
Her Prieſts, by their religious Cheats, have gain'd 
Inceſſant Gifts, and all the Nations drain'd. 


TEN from the Skies a Voice deſcended down; 
Depart my Saints from the devoted Town, 
Left in your tainted Breaſts, Infection drawn, 
You ſhare the Vengeance ripe for her alone. 


Her 


l an Angel, deck'd with Glory, move; 
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Her Crimes have reach'd the All-attending Ears 
Of Him who ſtill remembers what He hears : 

Her Plagues the Semblance of her Sins ſhall wear, 
One Cup ſhe gave, but two ſhall be her Share, 


e; | What tho” exalted in luxurious Pride, 
be Her ſelf ſhe worſhip'd and ſhe glorify'd ; 
I Proportion'd Sorrows ſhall thoſe Pleaſures pall, 

And her ambitious Height encreaſe her Fall. 
Tho' crowding Joys her impious Heart elate, 
And all the Queen is ſhewn in all her State ; 
Nor future Widowhood, nor Grief ſhe fears, 
But all in Eaſe expects the ſmiling Years; 
One gloomy Day ſhall all her Glory hide, 
And bring officious Plagues to check her Pride. 


Pal E Famine, with her meagre Train, ſhall come, 
It, Grief ſhall prelude, and Death compleat her Doom; 

And Fire in rapid Ruin run abroad, 

And own the Pow'r and Juſtice of her Gop. 

When ſeen from far, her Flames the Smoke ſhall ſhow, 

Down royal Cheeks the ready Tears ſhall flow, 

Who once polluted in her Pleaſures liv'd ; 

At once of her, and ev'ry Joy depriv'd : 

Diſtreſt with Fear, at Diſtance they ſhall ſtand, 

And ſee her growing Fires to Hear n aſcend. 


GREAT Babylon, their trembling Tanguen ſhall found, 
Miſtreſs of Cities, where ſhalt thou be found? 
er ' One 
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One Hour beheld thy pompous Buildings riſe, 
And one thy final Burnings cloud the Skies : 


Nor ſhall the Merchants check their willing Fear, 


But mourn their Traffick loſt in wild Deſpair. 


UsELEss the Gold now in their Coffers glows, 


Nor now the circling Stream of Silver flows; 
Their Pearls no more attract the Buyers Eyes, 


Their Linnen white as Snow, nor Cloth of PurpPdDies 


The Scarlet Stain tempts for a Robe no more, 
Nor Silk in varied flow'ry Pride is wore, 
Neglected now is ſeen the coſtly Thyine, 

Nor bluſhes in the Ivory Bowl the Wine, 
Veſſels of precious Wood, and poliſh'd Braſs, 
With Iron neatly wrought, to Ruin paſs ; 


And mould*'ring Marble joins the general Maſs. 


Arabian Spices breathe their Sweets in vain 
Nor white from wheaten Spoils ſhall Flour refine, 
Unpluck'd, the Qlive rots upon the Bough, 
Neglected Cattle thro? the Meadows low ; 
The golden Harveſt withers on the Glebes, 


Nor raviſh'd from the Lawns are woolly Tribes : - : 


Horſes, now undemanded, rove around, 
Nor Chariots rattle o'er the flying Ground : 
Nor Statues of the Saints, nor Slaves are ſold ; ; 
Nor Souls of Men commuted into Gold. 
Her Pomp, and Luxury, and Heart's Deſire 
The City ſees in cruel Flames aſpire : - 


Baniſh'd 


| 
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Baniſh'd, as flies the Smoke before the Flame, 
And ev*ry Glory loſt as in a Dream. 


Fax diſtant, ſhall the wealthy Merchants wail, 
Leſt fierce on them the ſhooting Flakes ſhould fall; 
Mix'd with their Tears their ſault'ring Words ſhall low 3 
Ah ! once too lofty City, now too low ; 

Ah, what avail'd thy gorgeous purplous Veſt, 
Thy Scarlet all with rich Embroid*ry grac d, 
Thy Pomp of Gold, thy Jewels glitt'ring gay; 
Convey'd on rapid Wings of Fire away. 


Nor will the Tears bedew their Chee ks alone, 
But ev'ry Sailor ſhall augment the Moan; 
And all who guide, and all who tend the Ship, 
And all who haunt the liquid Paths, ſhall weep, | | 
As the big Smokecheaves up the black*ning Clouds, 
Hangs o'er the ruddy Blaze, and on the Welkin crowds. 
Sure, ne'er before, th' aſtoniſh'd Tribes ſhall ſay, 
So great a City periſh'd from the Day 
(Duſt hides theirHeads, theirCheeksare worn withTears, 
Groans heave their Breaſts, and ev'ry Heart deſpairs.) 
Ah ! ſunk, for ever ſunk, no more to riſe, 
Great Babylon has left our longing Eyes ; 
Supreme in Wealth, what Treaſures from her flow. " 
On all that try'd the Dangers of the F lood : ? 


Now ſo the Joyful Company of Heav' n, 0 8 
Wide thro? the ſacred Realms their Praiſe was giv'n : 
Let 
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Let fprightly Muſick warble on each Lyre, 

Ye Prophets and Apoſtles ſwell the Quire; 

For Gop in Vengeance has return'd the Wrong 
On thoſe, whoſe Ruin well deſerves your Song. 


Tux from an Angel's Hand was ſwiftly thrown, 
With ſhadowy Deſcent, a mighty Stone ; | 
Wide on the wavy Surface of the Flood, 

Which drove impetuous down the yielding Road ; 
Then ſpoke ; Thus ſudden, with a hideous Cruſh, 
Great Babylm ſhall to it's Ruin ruſh ; 

Sunk in the Whirlpool of devouring Time, 

Nor riſe for ever from the ſwallowing Stream. 

Nor ſhall thy wiery Harps to Muſick bend, 

Nor the ſoft Flute in gentler Airs aſcend ; 

Nor Trumpet wind it's undulating Way, 

Nor cunning Artifts labour thro* the Day; 

Nor driving Waters whirl the Stone Ardund, 

By which their neceſſary Food is ground: 

Nor Candles thro' the lighted Windows glow, 
Nor Hand in Hand the Bride and Bridegroom go. 
For impious Princes bro't to Thee their Store, 
And Nations groan'd beneath thy magick Pow'r: 
The Blood of Saints and Martyrs ſtains their Hands; 
And Perſecution to thy Centre tends, 
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CHAP, XIX. 


Ob OW the ſoft Pow'r of Muſick tun'd the die 
Ns From ev'ry Tongue the wafting Praiſes riſe; 

57855 To Gop ſupream, the Source of ſaving Light, 

Whoſe Glory ſhines inſufferably bright: 

Whom royal Robes of Majeſty inveſt, 

And on a Throne of Juſtice fits confeſt : 

Whoſe Truth, with clear and everlaſting Rays, 

Diſpels the Darkneſs that ſurrounds his Ways. 

He flung the flaming Light'nings from His Arm, 

Down on the Seat of ev'ry filthy Charm ; 

Whoſe guilty Streets were ftain'd with righteous Blood; 

Whoſe endleſs Burnings raiſe an endleſs Cloud, 


WRAPT in the Blazes of the FATHER's Throne, 
The Beaſts and Elders fell in Worſhip down ; 
And pour'd their breathing Hallelujahs round, 
The Throne deliver'd a reſponſive Sound ; 
Awak'd the Choirs of all the joyful Skies! 
While ev*ry Saint in Heav'n and Earth replies. 
Strait, all reſiſtleſs, on my raptur'd Ears, 
Deſcends the general Confort of the Spheres 3 
As breaking Billows rolling on the Shore, 
Or downward Terrors, which impetuous roar, 
Or Thunders burſting thro? the ſhaking Skie, 
Thus ruſh'd the Spirit of loud Harmony: 
Let Hallelujahs melt in ev 'ry Strain, 
gs OmNiroTENT aſſerts = Reign 1 0 
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The Gop, who reigns unrival'd, and alone, 
And on Eternity ereQts his Throne, 

Let Feſtal Pleaſures ev'ry Breaſt expand, 

And tuneful Praiſes from each Heart aſcend : 

In varied Sounds the ſolemn Anthems riſe, 
And hail the Bridegroom-Sov'reign of the Skies, 
The Marriage-Day on golden Hours arrives, 
The Bride is ready, and the King receives. 


THEN with a Veſture dipt in ſnowy Light 
The Bride attracted ev*ry circling Sight; 
Th' immortal Raiment, by the Saviour bought, 
Waſh'd in His Blood, and by His Spirit wrought, 
Now caſts a Circle of diſtinguiſh'd Beams, 
And on each righteous Soul for ever ſtreams. 


O Prophet, rapt to viſionary Scenes, 
And conſcious of the Pleaſures of theſe Plains, 
Let all my Sayings, ſaid my Heav'nly Guide, 
Live in your Volume, never to be hid. 

For ever bleſt, who leaves the World below, 
It's taſteleſs Banquets, and it's fading Show, 
The myſtick Lams in holy Marriage joins, 
Feaſts on His Love, and in His Glory ſhines; 
Regales his Appetite with living Food, 
Prepar'd to grace the Supper of a God : 
While endleſs Ages fleet on golden Wings, 
He taſtes of new and une xhauſted Springs. 


AGAIN, the ſparkling, gay Immortal ſaid, 
Fix'd on Eternal Truth my Words are laid; - 
T | Divinelj 
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Divinely ſtruck, my Boſom preſt his Feet, 
And on my Tongue the ready Praiſes wait. 


HoRROR, if ſuch could ſeize a ſpotleſs Mind, 
Had ſeiz'd him then; when thus reply*d my Friend; 
Not as a Gop, but Witneſs to the Lams 
I ſpoke, who but your Fellow-Servant am : 

My Glories point to an Eternal Light, 

To Gop your Praiſes are directed right. 
Thro' the dark Pages of your myſtick Lines, 
The Spirit breaths, the Truth of JEsus ſhines, 


Tre ſparkling Gzges unfolding from the Skies, 
Sublimer Scenes and payer Proſpects riſe : 
A Steed celeſtial, of unſpotted White, 
Adorn'd the Front of Heav'n's diſtinguiſh'd Light; 
His Rider bore the Tokens of a God, | 
And led an Army thro? th* Etherial Road: 
Whoſe Truth thro? all Succeſſions never fails; 
And Juſtice weighs his Wars in even Scales, 
But the keen Glories of his flaming Eyes 
Not Light'nings rival, glancing thro? the Skies; 
Nor Stars which twinkle in the Saphire Plain, 
Nor Virgin- Light with all it's golden Train. 
Crowns riſe upon His Head in many a Row, 
Whoſe golden Circles thick with Jewels glow. 
Hrs Name was wrote, which none but he explains, 
And his dipt Raiment bluſht with crimſon Stains. 
Him, Men and Angels call the ord f GOD, 
Rd Heav'h ni all it's e round Him i 
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Their Horſes white, Etherial Vigour fill'd, 

Their Linnen Raiment gleam'd upon the Field. 

A Sword of Heav'nly "Temper, blazing bright, 
Shot from His Mouth it's ever-waving Light ; 

On it's ſmooth ſlippery Surface ſlid it's Rays, 
From the kcen Point divirg'd, and widen'd in a Blaze. 
If once he waves the Edge on either Side, 
Dividing Nations and the State ſubſide, 

Ye bending Tribes, revere His Iron Rod 

Who, dreadful, treads the Wine-preſs of a Gop ; 
Where the fierce Fury of His FATHER's Ire 
Heightens the Rage of everlaſting Fire : 

His Thigh and Veſture blazon'd with theſe Words, 
The KiNG of Kings, and Lo0RD of ſubject Lords. 


THEN, where th' Imperial Sun ſublimely rode, 
An Angel, darkning all it's Glory, ſtood. 
His Voice was ſtrong, and bid the Fowls prepare 
To row with Wings thro? finer Seas of Air; 
In Flocks, deſcending on the ſhaded Plain, 
To pluck the livid Fleſh of Millions ſlain. 
Nor ſpare the Small, nor Great, nor Kings, nor Slaves; 
Be you of mighty Chiefs the living Graves. 
And faithful fink the. Range of Death around, 
"Till their disjointed Bones, wide-ſpread, deform the 
— © | 
THe, Beaſt, and Kings, with hoſtile Swarms I view'd, 
And Hills and Plains were blacken'd with the Crowd; 
The Sons of Gop with impious Rage they dare, 
But ſoon His Sword ſwept down the Field of War. * 
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The Beaſt, and Captive-Prophet, bound in Chains, 
Were thrown to rave in everlaſting Pains: 

Where with pale Light the livid Brimſtone gleams, 
And rides the Lake with unextinguiſh'd Flames. 
The hungry Birds upon the reſt were fed, 

And pluck'd the mangled Ruins of the Dead. 


PSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS, 
CHAP. XX. 


828250 thro' the Skies, enlight'ning Worlds along, 

Ne FromHeav'n'simperialHeight an Angel ſprung ; 
229% Around his Boſom wound a flaming Zone, 

From which the Key of Hell depended down : 

In maſſy Links, an adamantine Chain 

Hung from his Hand, and ſhadow'd on the Plain. 

The Fiend, who holds the Tyranny of Hell, 

Sunk from the Sight, and at his Terrors fell: 

Seiz'd by his Hand, the circling Chain was caſt 

In cloſe Embraces round his tortur'd Waſte, 

And flung impetuous like a flaming Ball ; 

Hell's hallow Vaults reſounded to his Fall: 

Then o'er the crimſon Arch the Doors were thrown, 

And lock'd, and ſeal'd with an enormous Stone. 

Here, Day and Night, a'thouſand painful Years, 

The fiery Dragon rages and Deſpairs: | 

Nor Snares unſeen the wily Serpent ſpreads, 

Nor ruin'd Nations all in Triumph leads, 

Again, immerg'd on Day's deteſted Glare, 

His ſoon expiring Empire ſhall, appear, _  .. 

M 3 „n Now 
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Now Thrones, and ſitting on thoſe Thrones were ſeen, 


The Souls of martyr'd Saints, for IEsus lain 3 
From whoſe divided Necks the Crimſon flow'd, 
Who never once deny'd the Word of Gop ; 
Nor bent in Worſhip to the Monfter-Beaſt, 
Nor to his Image Blaſphemies addreſt, 

Nor wore his Mark upon their Heads or Hands ; 
A thouſand Years their happy Reign extends, 
Begun with JIEs us, and with JesUs ends. 


Nor did the reſt forſake the Seats of Death, 
Inſpir'd to Motion by His quick*ning Breath, 
Till all the Series of the golden Days, 

Was roll'd away in Extacies of Praiſe. 
Theſe firſt ſhall hear the renovating Call, 
Before the ratt'ling Trumpet ſhakes the Ball. 


For ever holy, and for ever bleft, 
Whole rifing Duſt obeys the former Blaſt : 


In vain the ſecond Death wou'd urge its Sting, 


And all it's Train of endleſs Tortures bring : 
As Prieſts to Gop and JEsus ſhall they bend, 


Nor, *till a thouſand Years, their Empire end. 


THEN, when the Years, in radiant Circles roll'd, 


Shall end the happy Ages mark'd with Gold, 
Satan ſhall riſe in Vigour from his Chain, 
And widen thro* the World his wily Reign. 
In ev*ry Corner where the Winds perſpire, 
Shall Gog and Magog rouſe to martial Fire; 


While Numbers like the Sands which bind the Sca, 


Shall crowd his Camp, and to his Banners fly. 
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Ltc10Ns collected, ſoon wide - ſpread the Ground, 
And, hov'ring o'er the Camp, the Saints ſurround; 
Circling the City with their threat'ning Arms, | 
'Till Heav'n is blacken'd with impending Storms; 
And Light'nings with reſiſtleſs Ardours play, 

To burn the blaſted Armies all away. 

Then he, who led the vanquiſh'd Nations on, 

Shall ſink in Lakes of boiling Brimſtone thrown ; 
Where Fire, triumphant, revels on the Road, 

And rears, and reddens all the flaming Flood ; 
Where, Day and Night, the Beaſt and Prophet dwell, 
And ſtimulating Fires forever feel: 

Nor reſts their Smoak, but leaves the ſhooting Flame, 
And hides their Tortures with a ſable Steam. 


AND now in final Majeſty appear'd 
The Sox of Gop, on Clouds His Throne was rear'd; 
Where, deck'd with finer Rays, in blended Beams, 
Are ſhot the Fires of unextinguiſh'd Gems. 
Swift roll'd the Stars, and open'd from His Face, 
And, flying, vaniſh'd in the boundleſs Space. 
Wild, from it's Orbit ran the frighted Globe, 
And lay conceal'd in Night's eternal Robe : 
Nor piercing Eyes of Men, nor Angels ſaw 
Where hung the Earth, or Stars were wont to glow. 
The cloiſter'd Dead the reaching Trumpet hear, 
Circling they ſwell, and widen thro” the Air; : 
And Great and Small were undiſtinguiſh'd there. 


TE Book of Life unfolds it's ſhining Leaves, 


And theſe to Ruin writes, and thoſe it ſaves : 
| M 4 Their 
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Their Deeds of Vice or Vertue, here below, 

Or plead for Crowns, or everlaſting Woe. 

Then all the Dead from Depth of azure Seas, 
Pierc'd thro* the Floods, and pour'd upon the Skies, 
Death ſees his Subjects leave his gloomy Reign, 

And burſt the ſweating Vaults, and heave upon the Plain; 
And every riſing Limb and Atom preſs 

In near Directions to their proper Place: 

Deſtin'd to Lakes of Fire, or Scenes of Bliſs, 

Down fink the Bad, the Good aſſert the Skies. 

Death and the Grave eternally retire, 

And all their Empire ſinks in endleſs Fire. 
Victorious now, the ſecond Death ſurvives, 

Which lives in Tortures, and but dying lives; 

And all within the Book of Life unſeen, 

Were doom'd to Seats of unremitting Pain: 

And driving Angels, unrelenting, urge 

Reluctant Millions on the fiery Surge. 


SES DESDE EOIOISSPODOS 
CHAP. XXI. 


ede OW kindled, on the vacant Fields of Space, 
Nee New mining Worlds, and Heav'n renew'd 
Seo it's Face ; 

Earth circling ſmooth without an Ocean roſe, 
With Hills unwrinkled and unclouded Brows. 
The ſacred City, model'd in the Sky, 
Shot in a Trail of Glory from on high ; 
Till refting on the floating Fields of Air, 
Dreſt like a Bride, it ſhone divinely fair, 


Then 
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Then a loud Voice a ſacred Seraph ſent, 

Which rang thro' all th' extended Firmament. 

A God, a Gop |! to dwell with Men deſcends, 
See, where his ſparkling Tent ſublimely ſtands ! 
His Nation ſhall th' imperial City hold, | 
And Gop ſhall lead them thro” the Streets of Gold; 
Wipe ev*ry Tear from ev'ry flowing Eye, 

And Death ſhall from His Courts for ever fly : 
And penſive Moans, and filent Grief and Pain, 
And toilſome Labour, Sin's deteſted Train; 

For ev*ry former ſhady Scene is fled, 

And Light, eternal, lifts it's cheerful Head. 


THEN ſpoke th' almighty SiRE of endleſs Days, 
Who fits enthron'd in Light's ſevereſt Blaze; 
My forming Word ſhall ev'ry Thing renew, 
And let your Pen proclaim my Sayings true. 
All Things to a Concluſion ſwiftly tend, 
But, ne'er begun, My Years can never end: 
The Alpha I, who ſpoke the Birth of Things, 
And the Omega who their Period brings. 
With Me the Fount of Life for ever flows, 
Which to theg panting Soul My Hand beſtows : 


TheCrowns are Mine, which grace the Victor's Brows. 
My ample Kingdoms wait to own his Reign, | 


And Heav'nly Riches glitter for his Train: 
With Me, a Son, the happy Saint ſhall live, 
And all the Favours of a Gop receive. 

But, who deny, or fear to own My Cauſe, 
Who trample with diſdainful Feet My Laws, 
And 
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And ev*ry vile Abomination boaſt, 
Or ſtain'd with Murder, or in Lewdneſs loſt ; 


Enchantments uſe, or Images adore, 
With ev'ry Liar, ſhall My Wrath explore, 


And ſend to Lakes where Fire and Brimſtone dwell, 


And all the Torments of an endleſs Hell; 
Where dying Souls ſhall living Tortures feel. 


THEN, beckening, ſpoke an Angel of the Sev'n, 


Who held the Vials of the Wrath of Heav*n ; 
Approach, and view, magnificently dreſt, 

The Wiſe of Jesus in her Bridal Veſt. 

Then, where a Mountain rears its cloudleſs Brow, 
Where Snows can never riſe, or Tempeſts blow ; 
An Angel took me to its towery Height, 

Where all the City hung before my Sight: 
Deſcended from the Seat of God it ſhone, 

With all the Siſter-Glorics of His Throne. 

Its Light was ſuch as precious Jewels wear, 

Or Jaſper yields, as Heav'n's Expanſion clear. 
Wide roſe its Walls, and twelve its towery Gates, 
On which as many Angels took their Seats : 

And all the Names of 1/rae/'s Tribes were told 

In golden Letters o'er each ſparkling Fold. 

Three Gates were open'd to the riling Sun, 

And three refle& his Beams when going down ; 
Three to the frozen North expand their Leaves, 
And a fourth Side the Blaze of Noon receives. 
On twelve Foundations lean the pondrous W alls, 
And each Foundation an Apoſtle tells. 
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Ax Angel held a golden Reed on high, 
[ts Streets to meaſure, and its Gates to try : 
Square was the Figure of th* Etherial Frame, 
Its Length, and Breadth, and heaving Height the ſame... 
The travelling Reed a thouſand Furlongs went | 
On ev'ry Side, to meaſure its Extent : 
A hundred Cubits paſt, and forty four, 
Acroſs the Wall, its Wideneſs did explore. 
Of Jaſper was the Wall ſublimely rais'd, 
And with a thouſand Lights, promiſcuous, blaz'd : 
The City in a golden Fabrick roſe, 
And like a poliſh'd Glaſs its Surface glows : 
On twelve Celeſtial Gems, of brilliant Light, 
With various Colours, and RefraCtions bright, 
The nobleStruQure towr'd, and blaz'd upon the Sight. 


HERE lay the Faſper, clear as Cryſtal, there 
A Sapphire like the Curtain of the Sphere. 
An Emerald, waving with its Ocean-green, 
Was next the fiery Chalcedony ſeen, 
Here the Sardonyx throws its bluſhing Rays, 
The Sardius there a ſanguine Stain diſplays : 
Wich Gold tranſparent, here the Chry/olite 
Blends with the beauteous Beril's verd'rous Light. 
The Topaz, trembling with a yellowiſh Gleam, 
Tempers the Chry/ophraſus* golden Flame. | 
Dipt in deep Dye the Purple Jacinct ſhines, 
Whilſt inter-mingling mild, in ſemblant Stains 0 
And fainter Tinge, the Amethyſt combines. 


Thus, 
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Thus, ever borrowing and reflecting Rays, 
The Gems all round the glitt'ring Baſis blaze. 


THE Gates were ſolid Pearl, the Streets of Gold, 
Clear like a poliſh'd Mirror to behold : 
Nor Temples here affe& the neighb'ring Skies, 
Nor Clouds of Incenſe fume in Sacrifice ; 
For here the Mighty Gop of Temples dwells, 
And all the Lamb the conſcious Spirit feels. 
Nor meaſures here the Sun the golden Day, 
Ner gives the Queen of Night her Silver Ray ; 
For Gop and CHRIST are here, to Whom their Light 
Is darker, than to them, the deepeſt Night, 
Here Nations ſav d from Death ſhall walk and ſhine, 
And Kings their TI reaſures bring, and Glories join. 
Nor War ſhall ſhut her Gates, nor Night invade 
Her bright Dominions with its baniſh'd Shade: 
But every Glory ev'ry Tribe ſhall bring, 
And all her Praiſe; ev'ry Song ſhall ſing, 
And not a filthy Soul ſhall ſtain its Court, 
And not a Liar to its Joys reſort ; 
Nor Sin in any Form : but righteous Men, 
Whom JEsus only deſtins for His Reign. 
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BN HE Conſort Angel, my Celeſtial Guide, 

$Þ T $> Shew'd the bright Flood where Silver Waters 

WI — glide, 

Thro? all the ſpacious Streets in living Streams, 


Deep in whoſe Boſom Heav'n, impending, pu 
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Like the clear Mirror of the bending Sky, 

Pure and ſerene, it gliſten'd on the Eye. 

Nor rough with Winds, nor ſtain'd with dark*ning Spots, 
Along from Heav'n's Imperial Throne it floats; 
Where ſits th' Eternal SRE: and filial LA MB, 

And Life Eternal rolls within the Stream. 


W1THIN the ſacred Street, Majeſtick ſtood 
The Tree of Liſe, and painted all the Flood; 
On either Side the Tree diſtends its Boughs, 
Boughs on each Side the Cryſtal Current ſhows : 
Twelve diff *rent Fruits upon its Branches hung, 
And ev'ry Month the Heav'nly Fruitage ſprung. 
To Nations, plac'd beneath the fragrant Shade, 
Celeſtial Health the Leaves for ever ſhed; © 
Nor Curſes here can blaſt the beauteous Place, 
For here the Throne of GoD and JESUs blaze. 
Here all His Servants bow for ever low, 
And from conſenting Tongues the Praiſes flow ; 
His Face they ſee, His Name their Foreheads ſhow. 
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Nor here the Tyrant Night expells the Day, 
Nor mimick Tapers caſt a feeble Ray; my 
Nor walks the Sun thro* Heav'n's enlightned Bow?! r, 
But Light from God darts a diviner Show'r : 
Lends purer Rays to Kings that worſhip round, 
Brightens their Gems, and blazes o'er the Ground, : 
My Words, the Seraph ſaid, their Truth will ſhow, 


When Nature ftaggers at her final Blow; 
The Lord, the Gop, from whence the Prophets drew 


Their myſtick Flame, has ſent His Angel true, 
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To ſhew His Saints the Scenes of coming Things, 
Which Time will quickly ſpeed upon its Wings. 
Behold, I quickly come, the Saviour ſays; 

His Chariot ſeems to ſound, His Light'nings blaze : 
Happy, who hears the Sayings of this Book, 
Whoſe piercing Eye the darker Pages look. 


RAPT, in a Maze, I view'd the Viſions bright, 
And heard the holy Words with vaſt Delight. 
Religion enter'd thro* my gazing Eyes, 

Ruſh'd thro' my Ears, and threw me on my Knees, 
To worſhip him who ſo divinely glow'd ; 

Loft in his Glory, at his Feet I bow'd : 

But ſoon, with awful Light'ning in his Face, 
Forbear your Rites, th' Illuſtrious Seraph ſays. 
Tho! circled now with theſe diſtinguiſh'd Beams, 
My Glory from th' Eternal Fountain ſtreams ; 
He light my Soul with this prophetick Ray, 

On rapid Wings His Orders I obey. 

Your myſtick Book employs my guardian Care, 
J keep its Dictates, and its Viſions clear; 

To Gop, the Gop of Angels give your Pray'rs ; 
The ſure Supreme, that rear'd the ſparkling Stars. 


Nor let your Volume feel the cloſing Seal, 
For rapid Time will all its Words reveal. 
Then, when the varied Scene of Things is clos'd, 
Too late will keen Remorſe and Penitence be rous'd : 
Th' Unjuſt will fruitleſs wail his wicked Gains, 
Th' Impure his deep, unexpiated Stains ; 4") 
But 
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But holy Juſtice will exalt its Head, 

Its Veſture clear, in Brightneſs be diſplay'd : 
Unblemiſh'd Sanctity ſhall all increaſe, 

And blaze diſtinguiſh'd o'er the Fields of Bliſs. 


BeHoLD ! I come, Majeſtick ſolemn Sounds 
Prepare My Way, My burning Chariot bounds ; 
The melting Skies are kindled at My Look, 

The Vallies quiver, and the Mountains ſmoke : 

With ev'ry Man his following Works aſcend, 

To meet My Judgment, and decide his End. 

Here Hell's tremendous Pit unwearied glows, 

There the bright Day of Heav*n, deſcending, flows: 
The Alpha and Omega, Firſt and Laſt, | 
Before My Word the ſpringing Worlds were rais'd 
And fading Nature withers at My Blaft. 

Happy, whom conſcious Innocence inſpires, 

True to My Laws, he dares abide My Fires; 

While Worlds ſhall glow around his Title clear, 

The Tree of Life ſhall be his endleſs Chear : 

For him the City ſpreads its pearly Leaves, 

And to its golden Streets his Pomp receives. 

But wicked Men ſhall howl with Dogs obſcene, 
Without the Gates, and never enter in : 

The Spirit ſpotted with laſcivious Guilt, | 
The Hands all ſtain'd with Blood by Murder ſpilt; 
The vile Inchanter, who ſollicits Hell, 

Or hated Men who burn with Idol-Zeal: 

Who impiouſly have forg'd or, publiſh'd Lies, 

And love De 7 live Ag 8 2 
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I, Jesus, ſend Mine Angel to record, 
My final Witneſs, and My faithful Word, 
To all the Churches of ſucceeding Years ; 
This great, this myſtick Legacy is theirs : 

A Branch from David, yet his Root divine, 
Bright thro” the Skies, a Morning Star I ſhine. 
The Spirit calls, the bridal Church invites, 
Attend, My Nations, to ſublime Delights ; 
Where living Water flows for thirſty Souls, 
And from the Throne of God divinely rolls: 
A Torrent full, and free for ev'ry Taſte, 
Which ever pleaſes, and can never waſte. 


YE, circling Tribes, My ſolemn Words attend, 
To whom the myſtick Pages ſhall aſcend. 
Who ſhall invent, and join ficticious Things 
To what from ſacred Inſpiration ſprings, 
The written Plagues, thro? all the Book diſplay'd, 
Shall burſt in Vengeance on his guilty Head, 
Or who ſhall blot, or alter what is writ, 
His Name, eras'd from Heav'n, ſhall periſh quite 
Nor flame the City's golden Streets for him, 
Nor the fair Viſions of the Volume gleam. 


BeroLD ! He comes, and blazing from on high, 
His rapid Chariot burns along the Sky 
Expiring Time prepares His pompous Way. 
Come, Jesvs, ruſhin Floods of keener Day: 
Let Grace in ey*ry Breaſt begin Thy Reign, 


And bliſsful Nation aj the loud AuRN. 
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